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DRAMATIS PERSONJ:. 



GoKZALYO, the Corsair. 

AvTOHio, oomntander of the Spanish forces, 

RoBSRteo, ton of Gonzalvo and Lucretia. 

Ai^EOif BO, father to Imogene and Alberti, 

Prior Bxrtraitb. 

Albxrti, brother to Imogene. 

Lakpsbo, steward in Cronzalvo^s fortress. 

RoTLAVBO, friend to Boderigo. 

First Monk. 

Seconb Movk. 

First Ssittivxl. 

Sbcohb Sbvtinxl. 

Lucretia, toife to Gonzalvo and mother to Roderigo. 

Imogxitb, vnfe to Boderigo. 

MoiTKS, Pirates, Solbiers, Seryaitts akb Attestbaitts. 

Scene — jin Island in the Jrckipelago, and a Convent on the Continental shore- 
A Scene of the Sixteenth Century. 
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PROLOGUE. 



To wake the genius, and enlarge the mind, 

To gild each thought with sentiment refined, 

To hold, as 'twere, a beacon on the stage. 

And stay the follies of this wayward age ; 

To portray with nature's genial power each part, 

And thence aspire to mend the human heart : 

For this the drama takes her lofty stand, 

And waves afar her cabalistic wand ; 

Invokes dread spirits from the vasty deep. 

Who ages slumbered in oblivion's sleep ; 

Revives the darkest scenes on history's page. 

The grand, sublime and tragic of the age ; 

Spreads through the world a vivifying flame, 

And raises genius to immortal fame ; 

Gives vice its darkest shades, whose withering doom 

Engulfs its votaries in desponding gloom ; 

And clothes the angel Virtue, as she flies. 

In all the rainbow beauty of the skies. 

For this, fair Thespia, with her magic art. 

Adorns and purifies the erring heart ; 

Draws with her mystic wand the scenes of life, 

Its loves, its hates, its battles, and its strife ; 

Portrays the passions of the aspiring soul. 

Without direction and without control ; 

Enrobes immortal virtue as the sun. 

Too bright for vice to gaze or look upon. 
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12 PROLOGtTE. 

Long may the drama thus perform her part, 
And sway the passions by her ennobling art ; 
And as she soars, as lofty as the skies, 
May she be blessed by grateful memories. 
The painter's spell, and music's crystal sound. 
The poet's brightest gems to her redound; 
And all the arts, in bright angelic lays, 
Unite to celebrate the drama's praise. 
Kind friends, our author solely aims to-night. 
To add one ray of humanizing light — 
Tp hold the tragic doom his hero bore, 
A beacon on this dark, untraveled shore. 
In fair Lucretia's untimely fate, 
To trace the dangers of a father's hate; 
Drives to despair his age's hope and pride, 
And madly drags her loved lord from, her side. 
Long may the drama hold its steady way, 
Illuming mental darkness with its ray ; 
Each play a moialto the admiring age. 
Enriched by brightest truths from history's, page. 
On this broad platform should the drama stand, 
Dispensing light and knowledge through the land; 
Here should her flowing banner be unfurled, 
The boast f the pride and glory, of the world I 
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GONZALYO; 



OR, 



THE COESAIR^S DOOM. 



ACT I.— SCENE I. 

J^ght — Storm — Thmder amd lightning^-~A view of the sea in 
violent agitation — A ship is seen hreaking on the rocks and 
firing minute guns — A wild rocky shore — Monks are seen 
upon the rocks waving torch-lights — The ship gradually 
breaks up and disappears. 

Enter Prior Bertrand, mth Monks. 

PRIOR BERTRAND. 

How dreadful is this raging storm! 
The noble ship, dashed on bur rocky coast, 
Is now engulfed amidst the lashing waves; 
No hope now lingers for the fated crew ; 
All, all have perished in this furious storm — 
And the dread monarch, grim, relentless Death, 
Waves his black ensign o'er the angry deep. 

PIRST MONK, 

And yet there is a hope ! some furious wave 
May dash a drowning wretch upon the shore. 
E'en while struggling in the deadly grasp. 
Engulfed by ocean's wild imperious surge ; 
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14 GONZALVO; 

Perchance encircled by some friendly wave 
May cast him harmless on our fatal shore. 

PRIOR BERTRAND 

[looking towards the sea^ and apparently examining with great 
solicitudey suddenly starts]. 
Methought, but now, amidst the frothy surge, 
I saw a white form mounting on the wave — 
And see! it clings unto a broken mast! 
It is a female struggling for her life! 
May Heaven protect her in this dreadful hour ! 

FIRST MOMK. 

And see! the waves have dashed her on the rocks; 

Father, let us swiftly fly from hence, 

And save her from her dark impending fate. 

[Prior Bertrand and Monks exeunt. The storm still con- 
tinueSy accompanied with occasional thunder and lightning. 
The Monks are seen to draw a female figure out of the sea. 
They all re-enter^ bearing her lifeless form on the stage.] 

prior bertrand [examining the body]. 
Is life extinct? — or, rather, is there not 
Some lingering spark, that soon, by prudent care. 
May yet be fanned into a genial flame? 
The circling current of life is stopped. 
The lungs refuse their functions — 
And yet, about the regions of the heart, 
A gentle warmth prevades. 
Bear her forthwith within the convent walls ; 
Quick, brothers, quick ! no moments must be lost 
To shield and save, if Heaven will bless the means. 

[The Monks bear the body off the stage as the scene changes.] 
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OR, THE CORSAIB.'S DOOM. 15 



SCENE II. 

An apartment in the Corsair^ s fortress. 
Enter Gonzalvo. 

GONZALVO [solus']. 

It is in vain, upon my downy pillow, 

I court the favors of the drowsy god ; 

In vain I seek, by sleep's oblivious pow'r. 

To plunge in sweet forgetfulness my woes. 

Dark, fearful visions flash upon my brain. 

And, as I lie writhing in agony. 

Red, ghastly spectres, rising from their graves. 

Glare fiercely at me, pointing to their wounds — 

Wounds, too, inflicted by these guilty hands — 

With throats cut, and foreheads cleft in twain. 

Deep, lacerated wounds upon their breasts ; 

They point to them, and fiercely, wildly cry, * 

Vengeance upon their guilty murderer! 

0! 'tis horrible! 'tis agony! 'tis death! 

That, while I'm wrapt within the arms of sleep. 

Such phantoms crowd on my distemper'd brain 

As freeze my trembling and tortured soul! — 

W^ho comes there ? 

Enter Alberti. 
How darest thou, at this unseemly hour, 
Intrude upon my privacy ? 

ALBERTI. 

Signior, but now a messenger arrived, 

Who brings the intelligence 

That a large ship was wrecked in this night^s storm. 

On yonder coast. 

And every soul on board has perished! 
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16 GONZALVO; 

GONZALYO. 

What country's flag did she display? 

ALBEBTI. 

Spanish^ signior. 

GONZALYO. 

Ha! then I have lost a noble prize ; 

Spanish, didst thou say? 

Then welcome, storm and tempest, 

That sweep the proud imperious flag of Spain 

To its destruction. 

May all that shall escape my Yengeftil ire, 

That sails beneath that blood-polluted banner, 

Meet in the ocean's wild and stormy billow 

A dark and fearful death ! 

ALBERTI. 

Signior, Vve heard you oft before 

Vent imprecations 'gainst the Spaniards ; 

Pray, if I may presume. 

Why dost thou bear to Spain such deadly hate 

Before all other nations ? 

GONZALYO. 

Because of my deep and dreadful wrongs ; 

Oh ! Alberti, I have borne 

What no human bosom but my own could bear ; 

Falsely accused of treason to my sovereign, 

Torn from my exalted state and dignity. 

And from the endearments of a lovely wife, 

Cast into a dark and loathsome dungeon, 

And sentenced to an ignominious death! 

What could I bear within my bleeding breast 

But vengeance, burning vengeance, 'gainst my foes ? 
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OR, THE CORSAIK'S DOOM. 17 

ALBERTI. 

Hast thou not seen thy wife since then? 

GONZALVO. 

From that dark hour, alas! I've never gazed 
Upon her lovely form ! 

ALBERII. 

How didst thou escape this death of infamy? 

G0NZA1.V0. 

With gold my friends did bribe my guards, 

And by immediate flight secured my liberty. 

But dark misfortune followed in my path : 

Scarce had I sailed on board a noble bark 

Bound for the Ionian Isles, 

When an Algerine corsair bore upon us ; 

Overwhelmed by numbers we Were soon made captive ; 

Few were spared, and those 

Were borne in ignominious chains to this lone isle. 

And buried in the dungeons of this fortress. 

ALBERT!. 

How long didst thou remain in bondage? 

OONZALVO. 

Until my vengeance kindled to a flame 

So fervent and intense, I could not halt 

Its raging impulse. 

Dire calamity had fallen on my house 

By the machinations of my enemies. 

At length I joined the corsair's standard. 

And swore to him allegiance ; 

I then made an irrevocable vow 

Never to cease my vengeance 'gainst the Spaniard. 

Thou knowest well how I have kept my oath. 
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18 GONZALVO; ' 

Many a time, and oft, I've stood 

Upon the quarter-deck of my stout ship, 

When a Spanish bark was floating by my side. 

Gazing at the slaughter of her crew; 

And as each dark shriek of wild despair 

Rose from each dying wretch. 

While launching o'er the vessel's side. 

Or, whilst a portion of my bloody band 

Were slaughtering them beneath the decks, 

Each shriek would sound more charming to my ear 

Than the dulcet music of the nightingale. 

But, come, the lark's sweet notes without betoken 

That bright Aurora soon will light the east ; 

By to-morrow's earliest dawn we must set sail, 

And bear the captives to the Barbary coast. 

Go thou immediately on board our ship^ 

And see that all are stirring. 

I soon will follow thee. 

[Exeunty separatel^t' 



SCENE in. 

j3 view of a dungeon in the fortress — Discovers Alphonso 
seated by a small tabky on which bums a taper — He is loaded 
with chains^ and his countenance appears haggard and (/e- 
jected. 

alphonso. 
Silence now reigns within these gloomy walls : 
Naught, save the clanking of the captive's chains. 
Mingled with sighs and groans that pierce my soul^ 
Dares to disturb the stillness of the hour. 
Thus has a tedious, lingering year roU'd 
Its lagging moments through such scenes of wo ( 
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OR, THE corsair's DOOM. 19 

Oh Liberty ! thrice glorious Goddess ! 

Who can prize thy worth half so well 

As the wretch, who, having once tasted the joys 

That flow from the realms of thy divine abode, 

Is torn away from them perhaps forever ? 

But, hark ! Amid the clank of iron bolts 

I hear the Pirate chief's discordant tones. 

Mingling his dreaded accents mid the jar 

Which frights the peaceful silence that prevailed 

Throughout these dark abodes. 

He now approaches ; be firm my throbbing heart. 

And let me meet him like a man. 

Enter Gonzalvo. 

[He advances to the front of the stage j at the same time gazing 

on Alphonso with a malignant scowlJ] 

ALPHONSO. 

To what am I indebted 
For this early visit? 

GONZALVO. 

It were time thy sorrows now should cease ; 

Thou hast, from the first moments of thy existence 

In this babbling and contentious world. 

Reveled in the lap of afliuence and grandeur. 

But fate has ta'en thee from thy high estate, 

Where, on its exalted, giddy pinnacle, 

Thou didst not heed the fearful agonies 

Which thou inflicted upon others. 

To place thee in the school of dark afliiction. 

Thou dost owe to the great law of nature 

A debt which thou shouldst shortly pay, 

And doing so secure thy freedom 

From all the sorrows of this babbling world. 
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20 GONZALVO; 

AI«PH0V80. 

Ha! dost thoa whisper bope into my ear? 
Talk'st thou of liberty? 

€OirZALYO. 

I do, most noble AlphoDSO ; 
I'll minister to thy dark affliction ; 
Andy like a skilful surgeon, separate 
The material from the immaterial part^ 
And place thy disembodied spirit 
At liberty! 

ALPHONSO. 

Surely it cannot be! 
What meanest thou ? 

GONZALTO. 

Twelve months have now elapsed 

Since thou wert in this dungeon placed. 

I have protracted thy existence 

But to scoff at thy agony. 

It is my pleasure that thy sufferings end ; 

By to-morrow's earliest dawn 

Thou diest! 

ALPHONSO. 

Heavens! for what dread purpose 
Dost thou design my death ? 
Why add to thy long catalogue of crimes 
Another murder of Ae foulest dye ? 

GONZALVO. 

To gratify my vengeance! 

Alphonso, look at me! 

Behold in me, the Pirate x^hief Gonzalvo, 

Thy direst enemy, the once proud Carlos! 
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OR, THE corsair's DOOM. 21 

Dost thou not, twenty years past, remember 
When, by the false accusation of thys^elf 
And the machinations of my enemies. 
Backed by the towering power of Bassario, 
Whose daughter I did wed, 
That I was cast into a loathsome dungeon, 
And sentenced to a death of infamy ? 
How I appealed to all thy generous feeling. 
And implored thee to preserve my life, 
By exerting with my sovereign thy power ? 
How thou didst scoff at me, 
And taunt me with a traitorous design. 
When thou didst know that I was innocent ? 
. But I escaped the dreadful doom 
Which ye designed me — 
And live ; live to redress my wrongs 
And wreak my vengeance on my murderous foes. 
Ho ! Altemont, within there ! 

Enter Altemont, imth others. 
Bear yonder prisoner to the Eastern tower^ 
Confine him in the darkest dungeon, 
And by to-morrow's earliest dawn, 
Hang him from the battlements in chains. 

ALpaoNSo. 
Oh, Gonzalvo! spare, spare my life! 
Remember what my sufferings have been ; 
Remember that my life is but a span, 
And that my frail existence soon will close : 
Be magnanimous as you are brave. 
Look at these gray hairs. 

GONZALVO. 

Away with him. 
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22 GONZALVO; 

ALPHONSO. 

For mercy's sake recant thy dreadful sentence; 
Here at thy feet I humbly beg thy mercy. 

GONZALVO. 

Away with him. 

[Altemont and the other pirates seize Alphonso, who 
struggles vnth them as they strive to force him outJ] 

ALPHONSO. 

Tyrant, my death will be revenged ! 

Thy doom is fast approaching ; 

Ere another sun shall set. 

Thou mayst appear before the dread tribunal 

Of an offended God! 

GONZALVO. 

Away with him. 

ALPHONSO. 

Then will thy dreadful crimes, howe'er so dark, 
Crimsoned with the blood of fellow man, 
Rise up in blazing characters of flame, 
And loudly cry for retribution ! 

[Alphonso by this time is dragged out of the dungeon 
as the scene closesJ] 

END OF ACT I. 
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OR, THE corsair's DOOM. 23 



ACT n.— SCENE I. 

^n apartment in a Convent — Jl large gothic window in the rear^ 
through which is a view of the sea. 

Enter Prior Bertrand and First Monk, meeting. 

PRIOR BERTRAND. 

How fares it, holy brother, with thy charge? 

FIRST MONK. 

Thank Heaven! she's better than at yester eve. 

The burning fever which inflamed her brain, 

And tortured her with agonizing pangs. 

Hath much decreased, and now there is a hope, 

With Heaven's kind smile, she'll soon recover; 

Still is her mind plunged in the maniac's gloom ; 

And like the surge that beats the craggy blufis. 

And rages on the rocks that bind our shore. 

So doth her tortured thoughts, through troubled slumbers, 

Burst forth at times the tempest of her soul. 

Our gentle Sister Martha called this morn. 

And begg'd I would attend her to the sufferer's couch ; 

Then a full tedious hour I marked her ravings : 

Oft in her mutterings did she mention death. 

And cursed the hour she e'er beheld the light ; 

Once she did speak of Don Bassario's name. 

Called him her father, and implored 

That Heaven would but forgive the many wrongs 

Which she from her stern sire had oft endured. 

Oh ! it is a chilling sight to view 

The wreck of nature's best and noblest gift. 

Which, mid the storms and bufletings of life. 

Must sink at last beneath its weight of woe ! 
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24 GONZALVO; 

PRIOR BERTRAND. 

Spoke of Bassario's name ! 
Called him her father ! can it be ? 
If so, my dark conjectures are confirmed. 
The Duke Bassario had an only daughter. 
The fair Lucretia, whom thirty years since 
I linked in wedlock with the gay Don Carlos. 
The dreadful incidents which did attend 
The fatal marriage of this devoted pair, 
I will e'en now relate, should you incline 
To hear a tale of wo! 

FiRsar Moioc. 
Most willingly. Do thou proceed. 
And I will he^en with profound attentionr 

PW>R. BERTRAND. 

An hereditary feu4 had long subsisted 
Between Bassario and the Carlos house. 
Bassario had designed bis only daughter^ 
The fair Lucretia, soon should wed 
The brave Antonio, hmed in martial arms ; 
But being call'd to join in foreign wars, 
It did a while preveikt his dreaded purpose. 
Lucretia loved not this Antonio: long ere this 
The tender feelings of her gentle soul 
Were won by him who was of worthier note* 
Don Carlos, blooming in the prime of youth. 
Was then the object of her tenderest love — 
Nor was her love in vain,; for, from the. hour 
That he had first beheld this lovely maid. 
The tenderest passion had inflamed his souK 
Dost thou hear ? 

FIRST MONK. 

I am all attention ; p2:ay proceed. 
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OB, THB OOBSAIR'S DOOM. 25 

PRIOR RERTRAND. 

This amorous youth, by strange disguise, 
Had gained free access to her father's house, 
And well improved the golden opportunity 
Of Bassario's absence at the wars ; 
Soon did he gain Lucretia's free consent 
To lead her captive to Hymeneal bower ; 
The marriage rites, unknown to all the world. 
By me were solemnized. 

FIRST MONK. 

Did dark results prove fatal to this union? 

PRIOR RERTRAND. 

They did ; 
For soon these halcyon moments fled forever. 
And doom'd this happy pair to lasting wo. 
But one short moon had filled its silver horns, 
To light with its mild ray th' Hymeneal bow'r, 
When, by the machinations of his secret foes, 
Don Carlos was destined in chains to breathe 
The sick'ning vapors of a loathsome dungeon! 
Soon was he dragg'd from thence, and charged 
Before the king of treason 'gainst the state; 
By false accusers was he e'en condemn'd, 
And sentenced to immediate death! 
Nor friends nor kindred of high renown. 
With all their power, could save his life. ^ 
In vain did they implore for mercy on his youth. 
Recounting o'er the many warlike deeds 
Which oft were wrought by his departed sire. 
Indignant, the monarch to their prayer replied. 
No pow'r on earth, nor aught with it combined. 
Should change his last determined resolution. 

3 
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urst monk. 
How bore the fair Lucretia her sad fate? 
Strove she in Tain to shield ber injured lord? 

PRIOR BERTRANB, 

She little knew the fate of him she loved^ 
And vainly sought in tears ber injured lord. 
'Twas now ber dreaded sire returned^ 
Deck'd with the trophies of a glorious war^ 
Who now demanded his fair daughter's will 
To instant marriage with Don Antonio. 
Trembling, she sunk at her stem sire's conunand. 
Breathed forth the tender secret of her soul, 
And owned Don Carlos as her wedded lord. 

FIRST MONK* 

What did Bassario? 

PRIOR BERTRAND. 

In rage Bassario drew his swecd^ 

And would have piareed his daughter to tho heart,, 

Had not Alonzo, her noble bfother^ 

Seized bis sire's arm, 

Who had forgot, by Heaven she was ordained 

To choose the partner of her bridal bew'r! 

I^ST MONK* 

^ What wa» her fate? 

PRIOR BERTRAND. 

Lucretia was to a foreign shore conveyed, 

And there delivered of a lovely boy; 

But this dear charm, that sweetened all her woes, 

And soothed each torturing pang that reat her soul, 

Was torn from her throbbing bosom 

To meet her relentless sire's dark design. 
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OB, THE CORSAIB'S DOOM, 27 

In course of time by him she was compelled 

To be the wedded bride of Don Antonio; 

For long ere this, she'd heard the dreadful doom 

Of him who won her first and only love. 

ArUd now, good brother, I will depart 

And closely question this fair stranger. 

Should she but prove the same of whom Pve spoke, 

Some dreadful secret draws her to these shores! 

FIflST HONK, 

Stay, brother, stay— it were unwisely done 
To wake the sufferer from her present slumber, — 
For in the SQothing balm of gentle sleep 
Rests there alone the surest hope of cure ; 
So defer thy visit till some hours heace ! 

PRIOR BERTRAND. 

'Tis well. Thy prudence merits richest praise. 

And would befit one of far older years ; 

Not uutil eve will I attend her couch, 

And question her whom sorrow marks its own ; 

And now we will prepare for morning vespers. 

And spend the coming hour in sweet devotion. 

[Exemnt. 



SCENE n. 

%5n exterior view of the Corsair* s fortress hy the earliest davm^ 
on the left — in front the sea, and the Corsair"* s ship lying at 
anchor — Sentinels are seen walking t0 and fro on the ram* 
parts — A small boat is seen lying at the shore — One of the 
gates of the fortress opens , and Alberti, two sailors and First 
and Second sentinel enter from within, 

ALBERTI. 

It is the captain's orders 

That I instantly repair on board. 
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And make immediate preparation 
To sail by to-morrow's dawn 
For the coast of Barbary. 
Comrades, we have no time to lose. 

[ The two sailors get into the boat and take the oars — Alberti 
seats himself in the stem as the boat shoves off for the shif^ 

FIRST SENTINEL. 

I say, comrade. 
Strange visions have flitted in the air to-night, 
And sounds portentous of some dreadful evil. 
Gaze on the eastern tow'r; 
Dost thou behold that streaming pendant? 
But a short time since 
As I did look thereon, I saw 
What never mortal man did see before : 
It plainly waved against the rapid wind 
Which loudly whistled o'er the lofty turrets. 
Methought it strange, most wondrous strange! 
That from the north the wind should swiftly blow. 
And from south the banner straightway flow! 

SECOND SENTINEL. 

Speak no more! 
My soul already is too full of horror! 
For I have gazed upon such scenes to-night, 
Which, did I strive to unfold to thee. 
Would choke my utterance, — Mark me! 
Dost thou not know the western bastion 
Which doth o'erlook the sea ? 
There, as I did patroll my usual round. 
And ruminated on the many perils 
Which did o'er land and sea encompass me, 
I heard beneath, as from the yawning grave, 
A hollow groan ; another and another followed. 
Which sounded doleful to my attentive ear. 
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I started! trembled! looked, and naught couW see! 
'Twas then I gazed upon the sea beneath, 
And saw, horror! rise before mj sight! 
A ghastly spectre, wrapt in winding sheets ! 
Dreadful he looked, while from his bosom flowed, 
In thick profusion, clodded streams of gore. 
He held both arms extended towards these towers, 
And with a hollow voice, prophetic, cried, 
Gonzalvo! Gonzalvo! Gonzalvo! Lost! Lost! Lost! 
Then with a shriek that pierced the neighboring rocks. 
He sank, and rose no more upon the wave* 

FIRST SENTINEL. 

G>mrade, say no more. 

Another tale like that will drown my spirit, 

And turn what daring manhood I possess 

To woman's weakness. 

Such wondrous scenes must truly augur 

Some dread calamity. Let us in. 

And tell our captain our strange vision ; 

Perchance he may avert the coming evil. 

SECOND SENTINEL. 

And he may cut our throats for our pains, 
And call us creduk)us fools. 

[Exeunt through gate^ which they close after them as the 
scene chaa^es.] 

SCENE m. 

^n apartment in the fortress^ 

Enter Lampedo. 

LAMPEDO [solusl. 

These eight-and-thirty years 
Have I graced my master's service, 
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But, alas, how woildrous things are changed 

From what they were at that long period back ! 

Then was be the pride and g^ory of bis countiy : 

All paid due homage to the brave Don Carios. 

Then was he not belored by iiU ? 

Now is be not despised by all? 

No! he^ not detpised by me. 

For, though he's ibll of feults, I must eionfess^ 

Still do I love him in the midst of all; 

And I'll e'er adhere to bim as closely 

As I would to tbe ricbest wine 

That e'er did ^arkle on the banquet board 

Of the greatest king in Christendom. 

[Rolando is heard singing withoui.} 
Ah, hither comes Rolando; 
A man, though gay in speech. 
Yet deep in sentiment. 

(Rolando mthoutf sings,) 

And when I took a wife 

She was the plague ct my life, 

To my riti fol de riddle I do. 
(l^^teriMg,) 
But s»on sh« dkl die. 
And it caused Aot >a 4iigb, 

Tony riti fbl,4tc. 

( Turning round, he observes Lajcpcdo ; they ioth la%tgh.) 

LAMPfiDO* 

So you bad a wife, had you! eh? 

Ha, ha, ha — ^very good, very good, indited. 

moLANtx>. 
Ha, ha, ha — bless tby good old soul, 
I never had a wife in all my life, 
And what's the best, I hope I never shall; 
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'Tis only in xxij song, man, 'tis only in my song; 

And now pray, good Lampedo, 

Why art thou not 

Engaged in all those heaty duties 

Which necessarily demand your supervision ? 

LAMPEDO. 

A pretty question, truly. 

To ask one old enou^ to be thy granddad. 

And why art thou not at the landing, pray? 

Dost thou not know thy presence there most needful? 

ROLANDO. 

Ay, truly do I; 'tis as I conjectured: 

Went to the landing, and quoth they, 

^^ Why art thou not assisting Lampedo 

In his official duties?" 

Came to Lanipedo, and quoth he, 

** Why art thou not at the landing?" 

Thus have I found myself to be 

One of those consequential personages 

That's wanted everywhere 

And needed nowhere. 

^ LAM^EDO. 

Ah! I see my master approaching; 
And with him, as I live ! a lovely woman. 
Come along with me, Rolando ; 
We'll take some wine before we part* 

ROLA^nX). 

With all my heart, good, kind Latnpedo. 
Enter Gonzalvo wnd IxoGKinc. 

GONZALVO. 

Hei^e is thy apartment ; here thoti must remain 
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Till mj return from the Barbary coast. 
Until that time, I'll patiently await 
Thy final determination ; 
And in the mean time, calmly submit 
To all thy mute displeasure. 

IM06ENE. 

Then hear now my firm resolve r 
Rather than submit to thy fiendish purpose — 
Rather than thus pollute my spotless soul, 
I'll cast myself from these high battlements 
Into the ocean^ which now laves their base* 

60NZALTO* 

Madam, there are dungeons in this fortress : 

Thy threat has haply placed me on my guard. 

Thou sbalt be immured in one of them. 

Which, doubtless, too, thy exalted pride will humble^ 

And make thee a more willing instrument 

To minister to my pleasure. 

IMOGENS, 

Gonzalvo„ thoo wearest by thy side a sword; 
Plunge it into this bosom. 
Act bravely, nobly— destroy my life — 
But do not lob me of my innocence f 

60NZALVO. 

'Tis in vain! you have heard my final decree; 

And as you have thus fiercely derided 

My profiered love, 

Know> supercilious woman! 

That, if thou dost not freely consent 

To what I have proposed. 

Force shall be resorted to, 

And direst infamy thy doom! 
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IMOGENE. 

Presumptuous man! how canst thou dare 

To trample thus on unprotected woman ? 

And thinkest thou by thy awful threat'nings, 

To intimidate a true Castilian dame ? 

Fool, as thou art! I have a means of speedy death, 

In which thou canst not thwart me. 

GONZALYO. 

Jlside.] Well! be it so; have it as she will — 

He who would aim to gain a woman's love, 

Must minister to her peculiar nature ; 

Not cross her in her thoughts and purposes, 

And stop the rushing of her rebellious spirit ; 

But, like the gentle rivulet, 

Swoln by late rains from the adjacent hills. 

We sit upon its bank, and calmly wait 

Till it exhausts itself. 

Moud,] Madam, I have changed my purpose. 

Thou shalt occupy these apartments, 

And all due and courtly attention 

Shall be freely rendered in my absence. 

Thou dost appear weary and exhausted; 

Repair to yonder chamber. 

Where thou wilt find everything prepared 

For thy reception. 

IMOGENE. 

Dost thou promise 

Not to intrude upon my privacy? 

GONZALYO. 

I do most willingly; 

Your seclusion shall be for a time 

Most sacred. 

[Eait Imogene. 
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GONZALYO [m/u5]. 

What a wondrous thing is wom^n! 

Like a compkx piece of mechanism, 

There are springs within her bosom which, when touched, 

Send forth the most sweet and dulcet sounds! 

And thei^ are others of an opposing nature. 

Which, when handled by the unskilful artist. 

Strike upon the ear in wildest discord! 

Well, I have gained a glorious prize to-day ; 

Hope leads me on, and rapture gilds the way! 

[BxU. 

END OF ACT II. 



ACT in.— SCENE I. 

Ttie curtain slowly rises to soft imtnc, ami discovers a view of 
the sea — To the left a ship lies at anchor in the ojfingf and in 
the distance on the opposite share^ is a view of a Convent j 
whose bell is heturd tolling at intervals. 

Enter Alberti and Rode&igo. 

RODEBIGO. 

Hark! the distant peal! 
From whence that sound? 

AIiteRTI. 

*Tis yon Convent bell, that toHs 

The hour of vespers, * 

Whose holy inmates, morning, noon and eVe, 

In solemn reverence render up 

Their fervent orisons before 

The saci^d shrine. 



Digitized by 



Google 



85 



Thus do their fleeting days 

In peace roll on. 

While each with each together joined, 

Hold sweet communion with their God. 

But, Roderigo, what's the word 

From the lair ishores of Arragon ? 

RODERIGO. 

The like no mortal yet hath ever told. 

Oh! that I could clutch him wiih an iron grasji, 

And plunge a dagger to his ruthless heart ! 

Then would my great wrongs be in part revenged. 

And I, alas ! 

ALBERT!. 

What dreadful secret talk'st thou of? 
Speak, Roderigo! — speak, I chaiige thee! 

RODERIGO. 

Dost thou behold yon noble bark 

That bends her bosom proudly to the wave? 

Sh^ did contain an object, who to me 

Is dearer than the costliest gems 

That e'er did sparkle on a royal diadem. 

Her transcendent beai^ty far outshines 

Yon burning orb, l^hose radiant beams 

Now tinge '^ith gold the Eastern dcy! 

Oh, Imogeae, my lovely bride, 

Thy tender smiles once crowii'd my bappiness. 

And all was joy to ine. 

But now! now! distracting thought! 

Thou art within a tiger's hngs I 

ALBERTI. 

Good heavens ! wh^t Bayest thou ? 

Thou didst make mention of Imogene^&tiame! 
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What dreadful thought has flashM across my brain, 
And whispers untold horrors to my soul ? 
It cannot be ! Speak, I pray thee ! 
What of Imogene ? 

RODERiGO [pairUing to the skip]. 
That she's within a demon's grasp-— 

ALBERTI. 

The dreadful thought's confirmed ! — 
And she, alas ! must prematurely sink, 
Another victim to the inhuman fiend. 

RODERIGO. 

Never, so long as this arm wields a dagger ! 
Sooner shall the gentle stream of life 
Ebb from her lovely bosom. 
Than she should fall a sacrifice 
To such a monster ! 

ALBERTI. 

Be1||ir to sheathe thy dagger in the tyrant's breast, 
And free the world of this detested outlaw ! 

RODERIGO. 

Thou sayest well. Now know, Alberti; 

Thrice have I aimed it at his merciless heart. 

And thrice Rolando's friendship cross'd my purpose : 

But now, by Heaven I swear. 

When next I raise this arm against his life, 

No mortal pow'r shall halt my great intent ; 

But soon the glorious purpose, for the which 

We did enlist beneath this Pirate's banner. 

Shall be accomplished. 

And the brave Alphonso restored to liberty. 

I learn by to-morrow's earliest dawn 
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He has ordered him to an ignominious death 
From yonder ramparts. 

ALBERTI. 

Heavens ! can it be possible ! 

R0DERI60. 

'Tis even so. Therefore, to-night 

We must strike the fatal blow, 

Even though Antonio should not arrive, 

And save, if possible, thy aged sire 

From a cruel and ignominious death. 

'Tis prudent now that we should hence depart. 

For should they know of this our conference, 

They would suspect us of some false design 

Which might forever blast all hope ; 

So let's away. 

ALBERTI. 

Stay, Roderigo, stay, I pray thee, ^ 
And e'er we do depart, I would entreat 
Thou wilt unfold to me the dreadful tale 
By which my unhappy sister fell 
Into the Pirate's power. 
I do entreat it of thee, Roderigo. 

RODERIGO. 

To gratify thy wish, a moment PU remain, 
And reveal to thee a tale of horror 
That will rend thy soul with agony. 
So listen to the fatal secret 

Which I would fain, as yet, have not made known. 
Fortune had deck'd us with her golden wreath, 
And shower'd her richest treasure in our lap- 
When we had left Palermo's fair port. 
Were bending swiftly on our homeward way, 
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A Spanish vessel from the Italian shore 

Did cross our course. 

Thou knowest well the mortal hate 

That Gonzalvo hath borne so long his countrymen, 

And he now reveled in the cruel thought 

Of imbruing his hands in their innocent blood. 

Eager on this intent. 

He bore upon the Spanish bark, 

And soon overtook her iji her tardy way. 

But the Spaniard was no easy conquest ; 

Desperate and bloody did she make defence^ 

Until, overcome by overwhelming power. 

She bent at last beneath the merciless ibe. 

Gonzalvo, frantip with rage and fiiry 

At this her brave and long resistance. 

Sprang upon her deck, and ordered all to slaughter; 

And death triumphant reigned 

Amid the hapless crew. 

O, Alberti! had I but been 

Among the foremost of that bloody band 

That followed their inhuman leader, 

I might have saved, alas! — 

[Much distressed. 

ALBERTI. 

Speak out, I charge thee. 

And rid me of this torturing suspense. 

RODEEIGO. 

Hoping I might, e'en by entreaty, 

Save some ill-fated wretch, 

I boarded the bark with this intent. 

The first piteous object which struck my sight 

Was an aged man, stretch'd upon the deck. 

Whose silver locks would from a fiend of hell 

Command due pity and respect. 
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The gory stream flowed swiftly from his bosom, 

While the inhuman Gonzalvo, 

With bloody poniard raisM on high. 

Waved it triumphant o'er his helpless victim. 

I gazed upon the bleeding corse, 

And gazed again. 

Mighty powers! Alberti, ^twas thy uncle! 

Gasping in the relentless fangs of death ! 

ALBEBTI. 

Oh! horror! horror! horror! 

[Mfich distressed. 

RODERICK). 

'Twas then I drew this faithful steel 

To sheathe it in the murderer's heart. 

Had not Rolando seiz'd my arm. 

And earnestly beggM me to forbear. 

Motionless I stood, intently gazing 

In speechless agony of soul 

Upon thy uncle's lifeless corse. 

The dreadful scene had paralyz'd my senses, 

And flred my soul to madness and despair. 

ALBERTI. 

Inhuman, merciless monster as he is. 

Why could he not spare the life of that old man? 

[Alberti appears laboring, during this recital, under 
intense mental steering.] 

RODERIGO. 

'Twas at this dread moment a female shriek 
Struck loudly on my ear. 
I rushed to the spot from whence it came, 
And then beheld, to my astonished view, 
A helpless female dragg'd upon the deck 



Digitized by 



Google 



40 GONZALVO; 

By four relentless ruffians. 

Each held uplifted o'er his intended victim 

A dagger, which he was about to bury 

In her lovely bosom. 

But already had Gonzalvo, with lustful eye, 

Gazed upon her beauteous charms, 

And with a thundering accent, cried, forbear! 

The ruffians murmured at the stern command. 

And with a sullen aspect sheathed their daggers. 

As yet I had not closely viewed the maid. 

Stretched and motionless she lay upon the deck, 

While many thought her spirit long since fled ; 

But I, suspecting of the cause, 

Did rush below and took from thence 

A medicine. 

Quickly I bent my steps towards where she lay. 

While a stripling youth, the page of Gonzalvo, 

Had gently raised her head upon his arms. 

I now bent low, withdrew the veil. 

And raised the cordial to her lips . 

'Twas then I gazed upon her lovely face : 

I faltered — trembled — Rolando seized the cup— • 

She was my loved Imogene ; 

Her dreadful fate now flashed across my brain, 

And senseless I fell upon the gory deck. 

[The report of a distant gun is heard. 
But hark! the signal gun doth now denote 
The speedy landing of the outlaw's band. 
More would I, e'en at this hour, have made known, 
But at more proper time and placie 
I'll whisper all my sorrows in thine ear. 

[Exeunt, 
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SCENE II. 



An apartment in the convent^ with large Gothic vnndows in the 
reary through which is a view of the sea. 

Enter Luoretia. [Her countenance appears disordered^ and 
expresses great mental srjffering; her hair disheveled^ while 
with a vacant air she views the apartment.] 

LUCRETIA [solus], 

Pll sleep no more — no more I'll close these eyes 
'Till death shall close them in eternal sleep. 
Felt I that sting? It is the sting of death. 
Heard I that peal? It summons to the grave. 
Oh ! that dream — that horrid dream 
Hath harrowed up my very soul! ^ 

Methought I saw him clutch his dagger thus, ^ 

And swiftly hurl it to his father's heart. m 

I saw him fall*— ^fall beneath his own son's arm. 
'Twas then I snapped the hideous spectre's bands, 
And headlong rushed-r-but all, all was in vain. 
He bleeds, my Carlos, Ddy love, my husband — 
He dies! he dies! he dies! — ha! ha! ha! 
[Distracted, she falls senseless on the floor. At this moment 
enter Prior Bertrand and First MoNK,»nYA other Monks.] 

PRIOR BERTRAND. 

Protecting mercies! how she raves! 
This is, indeed, a painful spectacle, 
And calls most loudly on our sympathies, 

[2b an attending Monk.] 
Good brother, hasten with some restorative. 
[Exit one of the Monks. Bertrand and First Monk raise 
her gently; re-enter Monk with medicine^ which they ad- 
minister. LucRETiA slowly recovers.] 
4 
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LUCRETIA. 

Ob, that dream — Gonzalvo! 

BE&TRAND. 

She proves indeed the same ; 

Didst thou not hear her name Gonzalvo? 

[^side to FiBST MtfsfK. 

FIRST MONK. 

I marked it well — laside. 

tJJCKETlA. 

What would you ? Away from hence ! 

I*RI0R BCRtRAND. 

Her intellect is much disturbed ; 
^pisappointment and suffering have overcome her powers, 
Wind reason for a time resigned" its. sway. 

Enter StsilER Martha, who attends LtrcRimA, and Supports 

her, 

litJlTRETIA. 

I'll forth on the balcony. Come, my son ; 

The balmy air will cool my throbbing temples, 

And 'suage the fever that now burns ray brain. 

Come, my son, to the balcony. 

Where the moonbeams light up the sculptured columns. 

And the zephyrs play with their shadows. 

Come, my son. 

The blue sea heaves 'neath the battlements. 

And the mermaids spring from the coral beds. 

To bear us o'er its bosom. 

Come, my son — come, come, come. 

[Sh£ beckons €ts jf calling to some one^ as she^ with the 
female attendant j exits off the stage J] 
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PRIOR BEETRAND. 

Attend her, sister, and closely watch the poor sufferer ; 

Bear her back to her chamber ; 

And gentle rest, with soothing care, 

May soon effect a speedy restoration. 

Good brothers, vre must now repair 

To the sea shore, where, amidst the rocks. 

We may jSnd dead bodies, cast by furious waves 

Upon their stony breasts in last night's storm; 

And '^meet that those we shall discover 

Receive the rights of holy sepulture. 

lExeufU Prior Bertrand and Monks a$ the seme changes.^ 

SCENE III. 

jJn apartment in the fortress j in which ImogIine i^ eov^ned; — slie 
is disc(fi$efPed raining on a couch^ end sings to a plaintive 
air thefoUomifg 

S0Ni3, 

Ah! cruel fate! 
That wills me here to ngh ! 

Unhappy doom — 
A captive must I die! 

Yet, gentle hope. 
Thy charm I still shall hail. 

And, with thy aid. 
Must o'er each woe prevaiL 

Nor shall death's i^lng 
Destrby thy gentle power ; 

But thou'lt my soul 
Enrapture in that hour; 

And while on high 
My spini wings its flight, 

ril bless the hour 
iThat sealed my happy plight 
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Inspiring Power, 
Then soothe each fear to Test, 

And quell the storm 
That rages in my breast ; 

And when life's dark 
And fleeting scene is past. 

Then will I sing 
In heaven thy praise at last, 

IMOGENE [solus], 

I cannot sleep, surrounded as I am 

By all the gloomy terrors of this hour ; 

E^en mosic'^s hallowed spell cannot enchaio 

My troubled spirit. 

And while I ruminate upon the doom. 

The dreadful doom that doth await me. 

My soul shrinks with horror and dismay: [rises. 

But I am determined, should the wretch 

Dare to attempt his wanton purpose, 

Then shall this dagger fate cast in my reach. 

Sever in twain the trembling cord of life. 

And thus elude pollution's deadly grasp ; 

Oh, Roderigo! when my spirit wings 

Its gentle course to realms of heavenly bliss. 

E'en there I'll fondly dream of all the joys 

That blessed with happiness our holy love! 

Ah! I hear approaching steps without — 

Perchance it is the pirate chief, who dares 

Intrude, to fright me with his hated presence! 

[A door in the apartment opens inside. 
It must be so! — support me, Heaven! 

[She sinks on the couch greatly agitated. 

Enter Roderigo through door^ left hand. 
Methought but now I heard the dulcet strains 
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Of her sweet voice; 

And as I gained yon ramparts^ 

I heard a plaintive air, 

Which, by its sweet entrancing melody, 

More tunefial than the wild bird's gayest notes, 

Warbling ia forest green, 

I knew to be her own. 

llkming rounds he discovers her on thecauch. 
Ha! she's there! 

What transports rise within my breast 
As I behoM that sweet angelic form. 
More lovely to these eyes than all the beauty 
That ever sparkled in a kingly palace! 
More radiant in her loveliness and truth, 
To my enraptured vision, than the sun! 
More pneeless in her innocence and love 
Than all the^dazzling treasures of an empire! 
My Imogene, my own dear wife. 

IMOGENS. 

Heavens! my Rodertgo! my husband! 

[RushtTig into his arms. 

Look at me ; let me gaze upon fhy face. 

I fear me 'tis a baseless phantom, a dream — [recailixig. 

A foul illusion of my tortured brain. 

Look at me! Art man? art flesh and bk>od? 

Or art thou but a fleeting spectre 

Come to mock me in my dreadful agony? 

Oh! no, no— thou art, indeed. 

My loved, my brave, my honored husband! 

{^Rushing again into his arms. 

EODERIGO. 

Yes, my dearest Imogene, 
Placed here by Heaven's o'erruling Providence, 
To save thee from a dark impending fate ; 
The tyrant of this ioxii^s& soon shall tremble, 
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Hurled from his giddy and exalted height, 

To meet the doom which vengeance d<^ decree. 

Fear not his threats and insults — 

For now I sought thee, love, 

That thou mightst know on what thou couldst d^nd ; 

For mark me, dearest — ere to-morrow's dawn. 

This trusty blade shall reach hi» savage beait. 

'Tis late— retire to thy couch, my love ; 

Grant me and our good cause thy prayen^. 

And let thy geatle slumbers be, as oal^k 

As the mirrored surface d the unruffled oeeaiu 

Iltf06£N£« 

Oh! I cannot leave thee now, my Iord». 

My life, my husband. 

Death now surrounds thee eve^where. 

Dost think that I could fling mo on yon ooi^h>, 

And slumber peacefully aod calmly there,. 

Whilst thou whom I so love, nay, do adore^ 

Wert standing on a dreadful precipice. 

When danger and destruction gleamed arofund thee?^ 

Oh, Roderigo! thou dost not prize 

Thy wife's undyipg constancy and love. 

BiOPERlOO* 

Nay, talk ijot thus, my love. 

Full well I prize thy gentlenes/s and truth ; 

But know, 'twould now be fatal to o^ cause. 

For thee to leave this chamber. 

Guards arq without, 

Watchjmg with Argus eyes each passer by. 

Here thou must remain till midnight. 

At midnight, love, I will again be with thee. 

Till then, farewell! and m^y. protecting spirits: 

Shield and guard thee. 
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IMOGEHK. 

At midnight, love, I shall expect thee. 

roder;go. 
At midnight, love, I shall be with thee. 
[He imprints a kiss upon herforeheadj and with reluctance tears 
himself amay from her and eodtsr-^she reclines on the couch 
as the scene changes.'] 

END OF ACT IH. 



ACT IV.-^SCENE I. 

^n apartment in the convent — Large Chthic windows in flat^ 
through which is a view qf the sea — Lucretia discovered 
reclining on a couch. 

Enter Prior Bertrakd. 
PRIOR bertrand. 
How fares it with thee, gentle lady ? 

LUCRETIA. 

Holy father, Pm better-^much better. 
Reason now dawns upon my tortured mind, 
And wakes me to a sense of all my woes. 
Oh! had destiny but willed a gentler fate, 
Or doom'd me to the tomb in earJy years. 
Then should I have 'scaped the many ills 
That rend my soul with agony and woe! 

PRIOR BERTRAITD. 

Good lady, banish these dreary thoughts, ^^ 

Nor let thy sorrows drive thee to despair. 
But look to Heaven ; there will you find 
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A soothing balm for all your torturing woes. 

Oh, gentle lady ! too well I know 

The many ills which thou hast long endured. 

LUCRETiA [surprised]. 
Too well tjfcou knowest my many ills ? 
It cannot be. What meanest thou, good fnar ? 
Speak — speak, I pray thee, for methinks — 

[She closely observes hisfeatwres. 
And yet I know thee not. 

PRIOR RERTRAND. 

No, gentle lady, it seems not strange. 

The iron point of time hath wrought such change. 

And deeply marked this once smooth brow with age> 

That even thou shouldst not descry the same 

Who linked thee in the bonds of holy love. 

And thus became the bride of lost Don Carios. 

LUCRETIA [swrprised\ 
What! Bertrand — Bertrand, is it thee ? 

PRIOR BERTRAND. 

It is, fair lady, even Bertrand^s self- 
He who now feds thy sorrows as his own. 

LUCRETIA. 

Oh, generous mant how can I thank tbee.^ 
Yes, it may be, that, with thy friendly aid, 
Don Carlos' life shall yet be spared. 
Nay, start not, for Don Carlos lives — 
And lives the pirate-chief of yonder isle? 

[She points through one of the Gothic windows 
Oh, Bertrand! I have a tale to unfold. 
Which, when told, needs must strike thee dumb. 
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Cold drops now thickly lower from my brow, 
While I yet ponder on the fearful theme. 

PRIOR BERTRAND. 

Can it be that, in the outlawed chief Gonzalvo, 
Who is the murderous pirate of yon isle, 
PU recognize the once proud, brave Don Carlos? 
I pray thee to explain to me, good lady, 
This dreadful mystery. 

LUCRETIA. 

Hearken, then, good Bertrand ; 

But I must briefly tell thee o'er my tale. 

Each moment now is dearer than my life. 

Perchance, within this fatal hour, he'll sink 

Into the yawning gulf that lies before him. 

Thirteen short moons have shed their waning light 

Upon this convent's dark and gloomy walls. 

Since the lone object of my tenderest care. 

My noble son, was joined in wedlock's bands 

To the fair and favored daughter of the great 

Duke Alphonso, renowned throughout our land. 

But one short moon had winged its gentle course, 

To light with its mild ray the Hymeneal bower, 

When Alphonso, journeying to foreign shores. 

Was captured by the pirates of yon isle ; 

And by their chief was doom'd for life to remain 

Closely confined within a gloomy dungeon. 

For, mark me, Alphonso ever proved j 

The hated enemy of Gonzalvo's house. 

Month after month, with tardy pace, roU'd on. 

And naught was heard of brave Alphonso's fate. 

All, with a darkened aspect, now confessed 

He must be swallowed in the briny wave. \ 

At length a captain from the band escaped. 

And revealed to Alphonso's friends his doom. J 
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No sooner was the dreadful tale made known, 
Than my brave son,, the more like bis brave sire, 
Led forth his noble friends, and swore 
To restore the Duka> or perish in the attempt. 
With this intent, they all, in strange disguise, 
Set out to execute their daring purpose. 

phior bertrand. 
Alas! it must prove fatal to them all. 
The pirate is encompassed by a band 
Numerous and brave. 

Armed to the teeth, both fiercer and sanguinary. 
It were a mighty power that could contend 
And triumph over his disciplined hosts., 
Already does his blood-stained bannev wave 
Defiance to the maritime of Spaing 
While; his pirate ships now prowl on every sea. 
And capture all that cross their path. 

T LUCRETIA. 

True, true — but they hj^ve other means at hand 
To aid, them in their enterprise. 
The brave Antonio— ^whom, thou dost well know, 
I was constrained to wed by my departed sire- 
He, too, with thousands of his warlike troops, 
E'en now is ploughing on the stormy wave, 
To aid my son and his heroic band. 
But, oh! Bertrand! — heart-rending thought! — 
Too little now my son doth know 
He aims a dagger at his own sire's heart! 

PRIOR BERTRAND. 

Alas! fair lady, deeply I feel thy woes ; 

But be supported, 'midst thy dread forebodings, 

By Him who sways the whirlwind and the storm. 

By Him who guides man's mysterious destiny, 

And from the blackest darkness brings the brightest sunshine. 
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LUCRETIA, 

I know it well, geod father. 

His o'erruling Previdence- foresees ow fate, 

But deigns not to direct our destiny. 

Now to conclude, I will relate 

The mode by which it was made known to me, 

That, in this pirate chief, I should descry 

The brave Don Carlos, once my own loved lord. 

While Antonio was- making preparation 

Against the dreaded pirate and his band, 

Lawrenio, the aged.stewafd . of our^ house. 

Was tottering then upon the brink of death — 

Who now implored I would attend his couch 

To hear a wondrous tale he would make known. 

Quickly I hastened to the dying man — 

Who feebly breathed his secret in my ear^ 

And thus declared the pirate chief 

My long-rlost injured lord ! 

Aghast I stood ! nor could deny the truth — 

And yet I doi/bted as I conned it o'er. 

'Twas now Lawrenio tremblingly drew forth 

The many letters which my lord had sent. 

But which by me had never been received. 

He grasped the fatal papers thus — • 

Declared 'twa& by my sire's command 

They were detained by him. 

He humbly- begged forgiveness for the wrong. 

And died as he had lived, in agony of mind. 

Though deeply penitent; 

BRIOR BERlllAND. 

Peace to his troubled spirit ! 
Proceed, fair lady 

LUCRETIA. 

I view'd the writing; 'twas Don Carlos' hand. 
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The dreadful truth now flashed upon my brain : 

I now beheld my loved and noble son 

Arrayed in arms against his father's life! 

The horrid thought then rent my soul in twain, 

And nearly froze the gentle stream of life. 

With madness mingled with despair, 

I from Lawrenio's chamber rushed — 

Nor was a single moment to be lost 

To strain each nerve and save my husband's life. 

With this intent, I secretly prepared 

A noble bark, manned by a hardy crew. 

And with fair wind we swiftly bent our course 

Towards these distant bleak and barren shores. 

PRIOR BERTRAND. 

But Heaven, by its overruling destiny. 
Decreed that all your noble crew should meet 
A watery grave upon our rock-bound shore. 

LUCRETIA. * 

Alas, too true! 
For as we neared your iron-bounded coast, 
A dreadful tempest lower'd its angry front, 
Mantling the ocean o'er with horrid gloom! 
It burst — ^terrific was the awful sbene ! 
Quick flashed the deadly lightnings 'cross the deck! 
Loud roar'd the angry thunder to the blaze! 
The wind now whistled through the splitting sails. 
And as the raging gulf now foam'd beneath, 
And swell'd its fury to the howling blast, 
So did it quickly dash our tattered bark 
Upon the frothy breakers near the shore. 
A shriek now burst from every trembling lip— 
"All's lost!" re-echoed from the hopeless crew! 
And as our cries of anguish pierced the storm. 
Mingling with the wild wailings of the blast, 
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A mountain wave now roIPd its awful front 

And swallow'd all amid the weltering billows! 

None of the ill-fated crew were saved, 

None save myself, whom destiny ordained 

To lengthen out my wretched hours of life. 

That I mi^ht warn Gonzalvo of his doom. 

And stop my son, who se^s his sire's destruction. 

PRIOR BERTRAND. 

Yes, gentle lady, in that fatal storm, 

We witnessed your noble vessel's wreck. 

No effort could we make to save her crew. 

But found thee stretched and lifeless on the beach — 

Cast there on broken timbers from the ship ; 

And as we dragg'd thee from the briny wave. 

The madd'ning surge did battle for its prey. 

We thought thee dead, but bore thee from the sea 

To give thy body decent burial. 

But soon we found the spark of life remained. 

Swiftly we carried thee within these walls, 

And soon restored thy cold inanimate form 

To a precarious and doubtful existence. 

Long we watched with care, thy couch, . 

And now thank Heaven for thy restoration. 

And now, good lady, were it not well 

To seek the presence of the corsair chief? 

'Cross yonder channel, but three leagues in breadth, 

The pirate's stronghold lies, — 

While at the base of yon tall tower, 

A strong and well-appointed boat is moored. 

Shall I, in that vessel on the instant. 

Bear thee in safety to yon Pirate Isle ? 

LUCRETIA. 

0, generous Bertrand! how I thank thee! 
Yes, instantly we will depart from hence ; 
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ni at the oar myself, stretch every nerve, 
Nor lose a moment to complete my purpose. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE n. 

A chamber in the Pirate^ 8 fortress. 
Enter Gonzalvo and Lampedo. 

GONZAI^VO. 

Dost say, too, he visited h^r chamber ? 

SiASCPEDO. 

I do, signior. 

gonzalVo. 
And conversed with her? 

LABiPEDO. 

And conversed with her, signior. 

(&0K^ALVO. 

Alone, too? 

LAMPEDO. 

Alone, signior. 

GONZALVO. 

Pray, how gained he admittance ? 
Were there ^K>t guards without? 

LAMPEDO. 

He wears thy signet, signior. 

GONZALVO. 

Ha! 'tis even so ; 
I do remember: 
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But why should he betray his trust ? 

There's something dark, mysterious in this mati. 

I do remembier On the vessel's deck, 

In which this lordly maid was taken captive. 

That he did shrink when he beheld her, 

And senseless fell upon the gory deck. 

I did inquire of him this wondrous act, 

And doubt me not, on this occasion 

He did resort to subterfuge and falsehood. 

I do suspect nie of this man. 

Brave he is most truly, 

For I have tried him in most bloody deeds ; 

And there is something in his gait and manner, 

That does bespeak the courtly gentleiiian. 

Him I shall closely watch, 

Ay, watch him with an Argus eye. 

If he prove traitor, this bright steel shall teach 

The warmest fountain of his recreant heart. 

For when the lion with its mate is couched 

Within the deep recesses of its den. 

And a bold formidable rival com^s 

To rob him of the prize he holds so high. 

With Tiorrid tbreatenings, and with eyes on fire. 

The dreadful passions of his nature rise ; 

Like lightning, forth he issues from his lair ; 

But the dastard foe that would destroy his bliss. 

Shrinks back appalled, and shuns the deadly strife. 

Shall I then calmly gaze, and coward-like. 

View the wide wreck of all my earthly hope, 

And not revenge me on the hated spoiler? 

No! by my soul, if my suspicion's true. 

And proves itself, he dies ere rise of sun. 

Lampedo, to thy station. 

Observe most closely all that's birring. 

And mark the conduct of this Roderigo. 

Shouldst thou by word or deed mark aught in him 
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That would involve my peace, I charge 
Bear it forthwith to me. Shouldst thou fail, 
Thy life shall be the forfeiture. Away! 

[Eodt Lampedo. 

GoNZALVO [solus]. 

Shine forth, bright sun, and let thy burning rays 

Cheer the dull soul, and rob it of its gloom. 

Illume what's dark in this terrestrial sphere. 

And shed throughout thy burning bright eflfulgence. 

Thou art the light which doth illume the worlds. 

Which in their orbits now revolve around thee. 

Thy beams, transmissible from sphere to sphere, 

Illume each revolving orb, 

And are reflected like our own bright moon — 

Changing thy dazzling bright and golden hues 

Into the soft and mellow silvery ray : 

But though thy light now shines with yellow radiance. 

Changing what's dark into effulgent brightness — 

Though through thy influence and kindling power, 

All nature hails with joy thy genial sway!— • 

Yet thou canst not within this troubled breast. 

Illume the horrid darkness that presides 

Within its deep recesses. 

All here is gloom ! 

Dark, dreadful, foul, impenetraWe gloom ! 

No genial ray lights up this troubled soul. 

All here is blasted ! 

Wide-spread desolation reigns throughout 

The deep recesses of this burning heart! 



.t/ 



[Exit. 



Enter Roderigo and Rolando. 
{Speaking entering.) 

RODERIGO. 

On thee, Rolando, it will devolve 
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To secure the dungeon keys ; 

All else were fruitless did we not possess 

That talisman to our noble kinsman's safety. 

Therefore on thee devolves this important trust. 

Gro find Lampedo. 

Thou knowest how well he loves his wine : 

But he is guarded, cunning, full of craft, 

And might suspect thee ; therefore, use these powders. 

Each one of which, so potent is the drug. 

Will plunge him into deep and heavy slumber. 

Attached unto his girdle, you will find 

The dung^m keys. 

These once in our possession. 

All is safe ! 

And should the expected aid arrive not. 

With all the prisoners armed on our side, 

We'still may conquer in our dread extremity. 

To-night Gonzalvo gives a drunken revel. 

To which all are invited. 

Our friends will be there, but will not too far 

Enjoy the goblet's deceitful pleasures, 

Save in appearance, to prevent suspicion ; 

And before the hour of midnight, 

Each will, with caution, silently repair 

To his appointed station. Then wiU commence 

The scene of bloody slaughter and revenge. 

Rolando, on thy firmness and valor 

Much depends, for shouldst thou fail, 

Alas! farewell to hope and liberty! 

I learn that by to-morrow's earliest dawn. 

He has doomed his noble prisoner to death. 

Therefore, to-night, at midnight, we must strike 

The blow that gives him liberty and life. 
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KOLANDO. 

Doubt not my prudent caution in this cause. 
Most noble Siguier; already have I gained 
Lampedo^s confidence. He is much devoted 
To his master's interest, but I fear me not 
That -with the. wine, of which he is most fond. 
Together with this potent and narcotic drug, 
I shall possess myself most speedily 
Of what thou dost so much desire. 
To-night he has appointed me 
To wait upon him in his chamber. 
Having, he says, a wondrous tale to unfold. 
For he is a most garrulous old rascal. 
As usual, he will introduce his wine. 
Old, rich, and of a most delicious flavor, 
A portion of which I will early drug. 
And then with care possess me of the prize. 

K0DEEI60. 

Thanks! Rolando, thanks! 

At which time I will meet thee there, 

And proceed to the dungeons 

To unloose the prisoners. 

Rolando, on thee everything depends, 

And on thee solely I do now rely — 

For to-night, at midnight, we must strike the blow 

That sweeps this pirate horde to its destruction. 

[Exeunt separately. 
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SCENE in. 

2%e western shore of the island^ with a front view of the sea by 
moonlight — Several ships of war are seen lying at anchor. 

Enter Alberti, \whoj on discovering the Spanish fleets expresses 
the greatest joy.1 

ALBERT!, 

This is, indeed, a glorious sight! 

Such powerful aid as this will lead 

Our cause triumphant. 

Now we fear no danger; all is well: 

The tyrant soon must fall, 

And injured innocence and virtue, 

So long outraged, 

Will be in full avenged. 

Ah! hither comes the brave Antonio; 

The daring prow of his gallant barge 

Cuts the proud ocean's crystal wave, 

iSee how she ploughs the briny surge. 

And bears her precious burden to tlie shore! 

\At this moment a barge enters y out of which combes for^ 
ward Don Antonio with his attendants^] 
My noble friend, Antonio, I am rejoiced 
At this most opportune meeting ! 

ANTONIO. 

Noble Alberti! I, indeed, rejoice! 

Long have I desired to behold thee. 

To hear thee discuss thy perilous adventures, 

Of direful danger so replete and full — 

But more of that anon. 

I did not expect to meet thee here 

At this portentous hour. 



Digitized by 



Google 



iO OONZALVO; 

Most dangerous peril doth environ us 
On every side, and thou shouldst be 
Within the corsair's fiwrtress, 
V And near our noble kinsman. 
At this momentous crisis. 

ALBERTI. 

'Tis true; but deeming it most fit, 

Roderigo directed me to bear to thee 

The important message ; 

And with all brief dispatch did hasten here?. 

To disclose the purport of my errand. 

Will it please thee to direct thy attendants to retire? 

ANTomo. 
Fear not ; for in a cause l&e this. 
No traitor can be couched beneath my banner. 

ALBEBTI. 

Then hear me, Don Antonio. 

As you well know, 

Gonzalvo has this day returned, 

Laden with richest spoil of his late conquests. 

Puff'd in his pride, wkh arrogance he boasts 

Of all his deeds and perils on the wave ; 

While his ruffian crew, with their 91-gotten gain. 

Now plunge alike in riot and excess ; 

And thus will lay their strong and powerful hold 

An easy prey to your victorious arms. 

A hundred noble friends, within their walls. 

Are now enlisted in our glorious cause. 

The time determined is the midnight hour^ 

When this pirate band, sunk in debauch. 

Will fall an easy conquest to the foe. 

Remember! at the hour of twelve to-night > 

When you shall hear the fortress bell 
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Loudly striking the midnight hour, 
Then, when the brave Alphonso shall be safe, 
Nor aught to fear from the relentless crew, 
Then strike the fatal blow by land and sea. 
And sweep this pirate horde to its destruction. 

ANTONIO. 

The plan is wisely laid. 
Instantly weMl disembark the troops. 
And make due preparation for the storm ; 
Whilst thou, Alberti, hadst better now return, 
And thus prevent suspicions to arise. 
Which might prove fatal to the great design. 

ALBERTX. 

'Tis well, Antonio; prudence guides your steps, 

And proves your wisdom and your noble zeal ; 

But ere I do depart, 

These papers, left within my charge for thee, 

Will give all information requisite 

Safely to conduct your march across the isle. 

[He presents Antonio papers. 
Remember, Signior Antonio, the midnight hour! 
Till then, farewelL 

ANTONIO. 

Fare thee weU, noble Alberti ; 
I shall remember. 

lExit Alberti. 

[Antonio cmd attendants re'enter the barge^ and are seen shoving 
off from the shore. Music from the orchestra as the curtain 
falls.] 

END OF ACT IV. 
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ACT v.— SCENE L 

An apartment in the fortress — Lampedo and Rolakix> di$^ 
covered seated at the table drinking. 

ROLANDO. 

But why net now conclude thy tale, Lampedo^ 
And tell me how thy master did escape? 

LAMPEDO* 

Hast thou not heard, Signior Rolando? 
Then I will most briefly tell thee : 
But ere we do begin, we'll drink 
Another bumper to- my master's hesMt* 
What sayest thou ? 

ROLANDO. 

! with all my heart, l^gnior Lampedo; 
In a full bumper we will drink his health. 

[Pours wine into gobletsu 
Wine r Signior Lampedo, wine is the very nectar^ 
The very essence of infinite good humor! 
As we drink from the rosy goblet, 
We pledge to our patrons — health and, long life ; 
To our friends — prosperity and happiness ; 
To lovers — early matrimony ; 

To husbands — good wives; and to wives good husbands; 
To the mariner who sails on the treacherous deep — 
Fair winds and a prosperous voyage. 
Thus, in our cups, we drink good luck to all ! 
Hence, as I've said before,. 
Wine is the very essence of infinite good humor — 
With this exception — 
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That sometimes, 'mid our revel, we do drink 
Death and destruction to our enemies ! 

[Rolando and Lampedo drink. At this moment the 
fortress bell is heard slowly to strike eleven o'c/ocA:.] 

KOLANDO. 

Aside.] Only one hour till midnight! So late ! 
I have no time to spare ! I must use 
The powerful narcotic that will plunge 
His faculties in deep oblivion's slumber. 

[He takes from his bosom some powders^ and throws 
them into Lampedo's glass unseen by him.] 

XiAMPEDO 

[who now appears to become gradually intoxicaied]. 
Here is to the glory of my noble master ! 

[Drinks. 
Signior Rolando, thou art a philosopher — 
And a most wondrously witty gentleman ! 
Thou dost discuss with a most oily tongue 
Subjects from my understanding most remote ; 
And now, I do bethink me, thou shalt h6ar 
How the Duke Don Carlos did escape. 

ROLANDO. 

Thanks! kind Lampedo! in thy last recital 
Thou didst leave the noble duke in prison, 
And sentenced to an ignominious death. 

LAMPEDO. 

True ! thou now shalt hear the ending 

Of this most wondrous tale : 

Well, as thou knowest, he had powerful friends — 

Who, when all failed to gain for him a pardon. 

Had recourse to stratagem, and bribed 
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The keepers who possessed the Duke in charge. 

Privately they bore him then on board 

A noble ship theyM previously prepared, 

And into which they had conveyed his treasure. 

With the choicest of his faithful servants. 

The duke now bent his course to distant lands ; 

But dark misfortune crossed him in his path > 

He had not been scarce twelve short hours at sea> 

Before a pirate rover bore upon him, 

Who, by his masterly and powerful force, 

Triumphant led him captive to this isle. 

Here he was for many years destined 

In chains and gloomy bondage to remain. 

Deserted by his country, friends and all ! 

He, in despair, besought the pirate chief 

To strike the chains from off his fettered limbs. 

And for to count him ever, from that hour. 

The most trusty, worthy and noble of his band ! 

KOLANDO* 

Most strange and wonderful ! 

But pray, proceed. You interest me much. 

LAMPEDO. 

Nor did he seek in vain ; the Pirate chief 
Received him as a fellow of his crew. 
In course of time the outlawed chieftain died — 
And as my noble master now by all 
Was thought the fittest of this hardy band 
To be their chief and leader on the wave, 
He was, forsooth, with one accord declared 
The ruler of this great and powerful band. 
And now, Rolando, we will drink 
Another bumper to my master's health ! 
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[ They pour out wine and drink. During the latter part of this 
narration^ LampeIx) appears to labor under considerable 
drowsiness^ which he endeavors to check as much as possi- 
ble.] 

ROLANDO. 

^side*] Ah ! the narcotic ! 
Well does it perform its duty ! 

LAMPEDO. 

Signior Rolando, it seems most wondrous stcange 
That thy master should visit my master! 

ROLANDO. 

That thy master should visit my master, 
Thou dost mean to say ! 

LAMPEDO. 

Not so ! 
Dost dare to contradict me, youth ? — 
That thy master so often visits my master. 
Thus am I pestered, hauling these huge keys 

[Pulls some large keys from his girdle and throws them 
on the floor.] 

That make my old bones ache again. 

More than tv^renty times Pve, through the day. 

Accompanied my master to the dungeons. 

ROLANDO. 

Jiside.] But now he said my master visited his master! 

Now he doth reverse it, poor old dolt : 

The potent draught already hath assumed 

Its lethean sway, 

And soon will WTap his senses in oblivion's slumber. 

Aloud.] More than twenty times, dost say, Lampedo? 
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LAMPEDO. 

Ay, more than thirty times, forsooth ! 
Dost dare to doubt me, youth ? 

HOLANDO. 

O! by no means, good, kind Lampedo! 
^side.] What an old, rusty liar! for only once 
Did he this day approach the dungeons. 
Thank Heaven ! the keys are safe ! 

[Lampedo, during this dialogue^ endeavors to check his exces- 
sive drowsinesSy but finis at length in his efforts to do soJ] 

LAMPEDO. 

Longer would I confer with thee, Ro-Ro-Ro-lando, 
But my brain is — ^heavy — and — 'tis — vain — 
I try — I must — I sleep ! 

[Lampedo's head falls senselessly on the table in deep 
slumber. 1 

ROLANDO 

[Bisingy takes the lamp qffthe table^ and closely examines Lam- 
pedo]. 
His sleep is deep and truthful. 
No treachery is there-^though he is assuredly 
A most wily villain ; but now he sleeps 
In deep and death-like slumber! 
It is Death's likeness ; 
And most truthfully assumes its very image. 
man! man! man! 

How helpless and unguarded in thy weakness ! 
How powerful in thy majesty and strength ! 
Soon, soon, Alphonso, shalt thou hail 
With joy the cheering dawn of freedom ! 

[He cautiously takes up the keys. 
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Enter Rodekigo. 
RODERiGO [displaying great anxiety]. 
Is all safe ? 

ROLANDO. 

Ay, all ! — behold the keys ! 

RODERIGO. 

Thank Heaven ! Instantly from hence 

Do thou to the dungeon swiftly repair, 

In which our noble Duke Alphonso is confined. 

Alberti with some friends will accompany thee — 

While I will to the troubled couch 

Of my beloved Imogene ! 

Should Heaven smile propitious on my efibrt. 

And bless me with my dearest darling's safety, 

Thou mayst soon expect me — 

And I will be the first to sever the chains 

That have held so long in grievous bondage 

The father of my adored Imogene. 

Rolando, be thou resolute. 

Nor let our purpose lack due promptitude ; 

As yet weVe mucih to do. So away. 

[Exit Rolando. 

RODERIGO [SOllts], 

The waning moon now sheds her pensive light 
Upon these lofty turrets; upward she mounts. 
Soon to dispel the lingering gloom of night. 
Which now in silent grandeur reigns throughout, 
Upon the vast expanse of half creation: 
Soon will she light the western shades 
Of these gray towers, and by that light 
Perchance the crafty sentinel m»y spy. 
From these high battlements, the stilPd approach 
Of our brave warriors. Unfriendly moon. 
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Why cross us thus in this portentous hour, 
Presaging destruction to our fondest hopes? 
May some dark lowering cloud now intervene, 
And thus obscure thy bright and treacherous rays ! 
High Heaven ! now lend thy great and powerful arm 
To shield the cause of nature and of justice, 
That we may make these desperate recreants feel 
That many a noble Spanish heart now swells, 
Indignant for his bleeding country's wrongs. 
While vengeance, burning with a fiery glow, 
Now aims its deadly venom at the foe. 

[ExU. 



SCENE n. 

Discovers to the l^ an exterior view of Gonzalvo's fortress : 
in front the sea^ and to the right the piraHcal ship of Gon- 
ZALVO is seen lying at anchor — Sentinels are seen walking to 
and fro on the ramparts — ^ small boat is seen approaching 
the shorCf and lands^ out of which enter Pbior Bertrand 
and LucRETiA. 

LUCRETIA. 

Good Bertrand, what's the hour? 

PRIOR BERTRAND. 

'Tis past elcFen, my lady. 

Didst thou not hear the fortress bell 

Within this moment k)udly strike the hour? 

LUCRETIA. 

No, good Prior! I heard it not! 

For as we journeyed hither, across the stream, 

I saw, Bertrand ! I saw a scene 

That wrapped my soul in revery and gloom! 
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And had the cannons of this fortress roar'd 
Their awful thunder through the trembling breeze, 
I'd heard them not : I would be deaf to all. 

PRIOR BERTRAND. 

What didst thou see, fair lady ? ^ 

LUCRETIA. 

Oh! that sight has fired my soul with anguish! 

And warns me of the dreadful storm that soon 

Will burst its fury, ere the morning's dawn. 

I saw, good Bertrand, a large and powerful fleet 

Of many ships, that ploughed the briny wave. 

My sight was dimm'd, yet through the lowering mist 

I plainly marked them in their swift approach. 

This I well knowy none other can they be 

Than the brave Antonio, and his powerful force : 

But we must instantly repair within. 

And warn Gonzalvo from his awful doom! 

E'en now, tliey closely view us from the ramparts. 

[They approach one of the gates of the fortress — Prior 
Bertrand knocks.^ 

FIRST SENTINEL TO SECOND. 

Who knocks thus loudly at the outer gate ? 

SECOND SENTINEL. 

One of the holy brothers. 
Who hither bent his course from yonder convent, 
Attended by a female stranger, who, perchance. 
Now seeks the pleasure of our festive board. 

FIRST SENTINEL. 

Admit them, e'en at this dead hour of night j 
There is no danger from such holy guests. 
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•To ope our gates and give them free access; 
But question ere thou dost admit. 

[The Second Sentinel disappears from the ramparts; — 
the gate opens ^ at which he is seen.] 

t SECOND SENTINEL. 

What would you, strangers? 

PRIOR BERTRAND. 

We seek the instant presence of your chief. 

SECOND SENTINEL. 

That cannot be. To-night he is engaged 
Within the banquet hall with all his friends, 
And were I now to lead you in such garbs 
Before his presence, 'twould be instant death. 

LUCRETIA. 

Fear not, good stranger; I must to-night 
Unfold a dreadful secret to your chief — 
So instant lead us hence. Here is much gold 
"Which richly will repay thy services. 

[She takes from her neck a large gold chain and crtbdjixy and 
presents them to the sentinel ^ who eagerly accepts them.] 

SECOND SENTINEL. 

Ah ! well, good lady, I will lead thee hence — 

But there are many troubles to overcome 

Ere we shall gain my noble master's presence. 

[Characters exeunt through gate as the scene changes. 
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SCENE ffl. 

A dungeon scene^ arched in perspective — A side door is seen to 
opeUf through which enters Roderigo and Imogene. 

IMOGENE. 

Merciful heavens! my father, didst thou say? 

RODERIGO. 

Even so, Imogene. Mark me! 

Thy long lost father is confined 

Within the gloomy dungeons of this fortress. 

I am the instrument that fate decreed 

Should be the savior of thy injured sire, 

And doing so, preserve thy innocence. 

Shrink not, my love ; 

For Heaven will smile propitious on our cause-»- 

But see! thy father approaches 5 

Mark his haggard mien and fettered limbs ! 

Behold his noble brow. 

Furrowed with corroding care and suffering! 

Misfortune hath done its work. 

While the pestilential vapors of this dungeon 

Have impressed upon his manly image 

The distinctive impress of consuming time. 

Let us retire, and for a moment 

Mark him. 
[ TTiey conceal themselves as Alphonso enters at the opposite side 
— at this moment the fortress bell strikes the hour of midnight 
— Alphonso attentively listens.] 

ALPHONSO [solt^]. 
The deep-toned bell proclaims the midnight hour, 
And universal nature now seems wrapped 
In sweet oblivion. How longs the soul, 
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When once 'tis plunged in hateful bondage, 

To rise in all its majesty and power, 

And soar untrammel'd to th' ethereal shores ! 

How slowly time drags on to him who groans 

Beneath the weight of captive's chains. 

Each hour that flies, unminded by the free, 

Appears to him an age 

Of dark suspense and stern reality. 

What jar of dread contention now wdthout ? 

The clashing sabre and the swelling trump 

Are sounds portentous of a dreadful strife ; 

They now approach within the dungeons* 

Thank Heaven! for this may bring to me 

Death or glorious liberty ! 

[Enter Rolando, beari'ng a torch-light^ followed hy Albe&ti 
and others — Roderigo and Imogene come forward — Alberti 
and Imogene msh into the arms of Alpbonso, exdaiming, 
''My father r'] 

Alphonso [much surprised]. 
My son ! my daughter ! 
Is this, indeed, reality? or,^ rather. 
Is it not a delusive dream. 
The baseless phantom of a diseased mind ? 
Alberti! Imogene! [examining them attentively] — 
You are, indeed, my children, 
I scarcely know you; how came you here? 

! mysterious Providence ! thy ways. 
Indeed, inscrutable appear to mortal vision. 

1 ne'er did hope to clasp you thus again. 

To fold you in these arms, my lovely daughter; 

And gaze upon that sweet angelic countenance, 

So truthful a similitude 

Of thy meek and gentle mother. 

Blessings on thee, my daughter ! 

[Kissing her forehead. 
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And may Heaven shield and protect thee 
From an impending danger ! 
But how came you here? [to Alberti.] 
Explain all this. 

ALBERTS 

My father, 
We ^ring thee that thou long hast isought, 
Liberty 9nd litt ! Curse on these chains ! 
Thus do I tear them from thee. 

{Strikes ^the chains Jram the arms of Ai^Hoirao. 

R0]IS»I«0. 

Soon will the alarm bell ^und, 

And the forces of the fortress be in arms. 

No moment now is this 

For the sweet interchange of filisd greeting. 

E'en now I hear the gathering storm without : 

I must forth to lead my friends — 

So let us instantly depart from hence, 

Or all will be logt forever. 

[Exeunt onmes precipitately through door — Alberti 
and Imogene supporting out Alphonso.] 



SCENE IV. 

^ splendid banqueting scene in the /ortress-^Discovers Gon- 
ZALVO on an elevated seat at the head of the table; various 
others of his band seated round — They sing the following song 
and chorus as the scene opens. 

SONG. 
Wike has the charm to banish every grief— 
So join, companions, join ; drink the health of our noble chief: 
6 
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Wine has its sway, wine has its power. 
To warm and cheer our sinking hearts when dark misfortunes 
lower. 

CHOBUS. 

Then drink, boys, drink, and the sparkling goblet fill ; 
Drink, boys, drink, with a free and hearty will. 

Wine has the power, 'mid storm or mortal strife. 
To nerve the shrinking arm, and fill the soul with life ; 

Wine, too, imparts to woman a magic charm, 
And brighter gleams her gentle smile, which our stern resolves 
disarm. 

CHOBUS. 

Then drink, boys, drink, and the sparkling goblet fill — 
Drink, boys, drink, with a free and hearty will. 

Enter Lampedo [^drunk — staggering], 

LAMPEDO. 

Them's [hie] my sentiments exactly; 

Drink, boys, drink — drink wine [fdc] with all my heart. 

Where is Ro-lan-do? — where's my keys? — 

I say, Where's my keys? Drink, boys, drink — 

Drink, with all my heart — [singing]. 

Where's my keys? — Drink, boys, drink [hie]. 

[He falls into a seat. 

FiBST Sentinel rushes in and addresses Gonzalvo. 

FIBST SENTINEL. 

My chief, we are betrayed! 

Now by the moonlight, plainly we descry 

The adjacent hills, which blaze with warlike arms; 

While a mighty fleet now rounds the western point, 

And swiftly sweeps its course along the shore. 

Nor is this all — for in our walls doth rage 
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A dreadful plot of dark conspiracy, 
Headed by Roderigo, who now leads forth 
A hundred of our new recruits. 
Already have they opened all the dungeons. 
And have enrolled the prisoners in their ranks. 
They npw with fury attack the guards. 
And bear down all before them. 

[GoNZALvo and characters rise in great consternation.'] 

GONZALVO. 

Treason, dost say, within our walls ? 
Sound loud the alarm bell! 
To arms! to arms! my noble friends! 
We'll beat these daring traitors back. 
Onward to the dungeon yard ! 
Sound the alarm — to iarms! to arms! 

c 

[Exeunt characters precipitately. Gonzalvo, while going 
otU^ suddenly stepsJ] 

I feel a dreadful coldness here ; 
It strikes with icy power upon this heart. 
The circling current of my life seems stopped, 
And doth refuse to perform its functions. 
Strange and malignant visions flit before me. 
Spectres horrid and most ghastly taunt me. 
Can this be fear that has so seized upon me, 
And thus would shake within my lion heart? 
Banish the thought ! 

Shall dark conspiracy prevail before me. 
And recreant traitors revel in these halls? 
Shall they now triumph o'er my bleeding corse. 
And I lose all Pve bartered every hope for? — 
The golden mines which I have hoarded up, 
Superior to the wealth of all the Indies — 
The female beauties of such luscious loveliness 
As doth surpass the Sultan's gorgeous harems — 
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Shall I now lose these? No, I will rise 

Superior to them all, and hold the priize. [Exit 

Enter from the apposite side Second Sentinel^ followed by 
LucRETiA and Prior Bertrand. 

PRIOR BERTRAND. 

I saw them swiftly hurry out from hence 
As we approached. What means all this? 

LUCRETIA. 

And see ! — with torch-lights now they cross 
The outer porch; so let us swiftly follow — 
Or all — all will be lost forever! 

[Exeunt precipitately. 
[Flourish of trumpets tpithout as the scene choTigesJ] 

SCENE V. 

^ view of part of the dungeon yard — in fronts a waU crosses 
the stagCy in the centre of whi<fi is a gafe — the alarm hell is 
ringing — clashing (^swords mtkot^. 

Enter Roderigo, Alberti, Alphonso, Rolando, Imo- 
GENE, tmth a numerous train of followers^ released 
prisoners 9 4rc., all armed, 

roderigo. 
The outlawed chief doth swiftly now approach, 
And leads a powerful party of his band ; 
Should they o'ertake us ere we reach our friends, 
Their numbers must overwhelm us. 

[The roar of distant cannon is heard. 
Hark to the distant cannon of our friends! 
Down with the gates, and quickly let us fly, 
And seek protection in Antonio's ranks. 

[Characters break down gate in centre^ through which 
exit omnes precipitately J\ 
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SCENE VI. 

An eaif^iar view of the /ortresSf as in the 2d Scene of the 2d 
Act J by moonlight — T%e Spanish fleet is discovered lying at 
anchor — The piratical ship is discovered to be on fire — The 
battlements 0/ the fortress are crowded with soldiers — The 
bell continues sounding the alarm^ while a thick column of 
smoke is seen rising from the centre of the fortress^ and dis- 
covers it to be infiames — One of the gates is burst open^ 
{fyrough which enter Roderigo, Alberti, Alphonso, Imo- 
GENE, Rolando, and numerous followers^ as before — At this 
timiby'Do^ AaiTOIsto enters^ at the head of the Spanish troops^ 
with music and banners — Af^ taking their stations^ Gon- 
ZALVo rushes m, with drawn scimitar ^ followed by a numerous 
(rut^ <f mmed Pyates^^The Spanish troopi place scaling 
ladders to tfie waUss^^aszALto rushes with desperate Jury 
on RoDlBlitd<^; 

60NZ4LV0. 

Traitor ! — ^fhy life shall pay the fojfeitnre 
Of thy tenttrity:! 

[A mortal combat Mmw betikeeti OdtrssAl^ro atM RoI>ebigo. 
General conflict between theS^rOa^ds akd iVro^e^— Imogene 
swoons J and is borne ^ by one cf the attmdttnts — The S^n- 
iards pud the Pirates to flight, and attack the fortress — At 
this moment, Lucbetia, attended by Bebtband, is seen rush^ 
ingj with hair disheotkii fro»i the burning fortress, uHldly 
crying.] 

LUCBfeTIA. 

Roderigo ! — ^fer your life, forbear ! 

'Tis thy father whom thou vrouldst slay ! 

[But it is too late—already^ RODEBEiob has plunged his sword in 
GoNZALVo's breast, t^/b nawfadU. The prindpal diaracters 
express the greatest astonishment at beholding Lucbetia.] 
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BODEBIOO. 

Almighty powers! — what can this mean ? 
My mother! — 0, my mother f 

[LuGRETiA, who saw GoNZALvo /all beneath the sword tf 
RoDERiGo, now bursts forth in all the agony of tier sotU on 
viewing the appalling spectacle before her^ discovering in her 
countenance the workings of a distracted mind as she toUdly 
gazes on the bleeding Gonzalyo.] 

LirCRETIA. 

'Tis he! — my husband! — my own Don Carlos f 
Murdered ! — murdered by thy own son's arm ! 

l^She sinks by the side of Gonzalyo. 

GONZALYO. 

That Yoice! — mighty powers! — what destiny is this? 

Is this the Corsair's Doom? It cannot bet 

Thou callest me Don Carlos ! — art thou Lucretia — , 

The daughter of the once renowned Bassario? 

It cannot be — and yet that Yoice ! those eyes ! 

Turn fix)m me ! — look on me not ! 

Thou art too pure to gaze on such a reptile t 

Almighty ProYidence ! in thy inscrutable wafs 

Tbou hast now rcYealed to me the dark 

And dreadful mysteries of my do(»Q ! 

[Sinks exhausted. 

LUGAETIA Ita BODEBIGO}. 

Behold, my son! Behold thy dying sire! 
I saw thee plunge thy weapon to his heart ! 
Start not — Antonio is not thy father ! 
He was but called so to delude the world. 

BOBEBIQO. 

Gracious HeaYens ! — ^he my father? 
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GONZALVO. 

I feel the icy chill of death upon me ! 

My pulse has ceased to beat — my heart is cold ! 

Lucretia ! my beloved wife ! 

A dreadful destiny conspired against us 

To blast our love, and separate us forever ! 

Give me thy hand, my son ! — I pardon thee ! 

My wife, let me die in thy arms — 

For I can die sweetly there! 

Thou lovest me yet ! — 0, Lucretia ! 

To die by thee is happiness 

I never had hoped for ! 

Farewell, my wife f — my wife ! — Lucretia ! 

[Dies. 

LUCRETIA 

[Distractedly falling on Ms dead body]. 
Dead ! — not dead ? Yes — this is the Corsair's doom ! 
Slaughtered by his own son's arm ! 
And died on the bosom of his long lost wife ! 
! while I gaze upon thy manly form, 
And ruminate the seenes^of early youth, 
My soul recoils in anguish at thy doom. 
And seeks to wing its spirit with thine own ! 
Ha ! — it shall be so ! — no longer I'll endure 
These torturing woes which Fate unkindly deals ! 

[She hastily draws forth a dagger. 
But thus — thus [stabbing herself] I sever in twain 
The trembling chord that bound me to existence ! 

[She sinks by the side of Gonzalvo. 
Oh I my beloved Carlos ! Farewell — my — son ! 

[Dies. 

B0DERI60 [much distressed]. 
Oh ! my mother ! — ^thou, too, dead ? 
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Great nature ! ncrw in JHStice claim thy tribute ! 

Behold ! a son now weeps in agony- 

In remembrance of a mother's grievous wrongs ! 

Oh! my father! — ^thy spirk, too^ hath fled 

To the vast unknown world of spirits ! 

'Twas by thine own son's arm that thou didst fall ! 

Hear me I high Heaven ! — the mystery of my birth- 

Is now revealed ! 

A father's wrcmgs must be redressed — 

And be so e'er the wretch 

Who framed the downfall of my injured sire! 

Eternal vengeance lower upon his head] 

A son now lives to redress a parent's wrongs : 

Cease now the desolating sword of strife — 

[Tb the combaiavis.] 

Be lenient to the prisoners^ and forbear^ 

On pain of deaths to do them wrong ! 

In due consideration c^ my-ser^ces — 

Which oft were rendered freely to the state — 

And the high fHend^tp which I bearthe king-^ 

111 p)ead for mevcy at my soxer^ign's feet 

To spare the fidlowers ^ my injured sire* 

Oh! my mother! 

Now every mortal tie i« rerit asunder 

That bound thee to this wcnrld of dark contention ! 

Fat« did decree that from thy parched Itps 

The cup of bliss shouki be fyfevet dashed — 

For thou hast drunk 

Deep of the dregs and miseries rf life ! 

Gripi disappointment now has dared to stamp 

Its image on that lovely face of thine, 

Where once the radiant beams of dazzling beauty 

Shone forth in all their peerless majesty! 

Like some bright sun in its meridian splendor. 

Illumes with light the many worlds around. 
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And sheds its genial influence afar — 

At length is hurled from its glorious height 

To plunge creation in eternal gloom I 

[Characters form in groups. The burning fortress is seen 
falling in ruins — ^Roderigo sinks on his knees by the side of 
GoNZALYO and Lucretia; and the piratical ship^ which 
has hitherto appeared in flames^ now sinks beneath the wave 
as the cfirtainfalls.} 



END OF 60NZALT0. 
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THE DISINHERITED SON, 



ACT I.~SCENE I. 

An apartment in Sir Solomon Bluster's house. Sir Solo- 
mon discovered seated, reading a letter. 

SIR SOLOMON [solus]. 

Why did I not foresee all this ? How often have I warned 
my old friend Kennington against placing so much confidence 
in that fellow, Bertwell? and that just so sure as he did, he 
would one day or other deceive him ? And have not my words 
come true? Wj^ be not the cause of my friend disinheriting 
his oldest son ? And by the purport of this letter, it appears 
the young fellow is innocent of all the charges which were 
alleged against him. Well, let me see what he further men- 
tions on this subject. [Reading.] " Believe me. Sir Solomon, 
that every effort has been made for the discovery of my son, 
but without effect ; and I have at last come to the resolution of 
offering a large reward ; which, I think, will have the desired 
effect.'* So I think, myself: just such a measure as I should 
adopt under such circumstances.— ^[ile^wmtng'.] " I have ano- 
ther affair to mention, in which you are intimately connected. 
During your daughter's residence with us last summer, my son 
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William fell desperately in love with her ; which I was not able 
to ascertain till within a day or two since, or I should have 
earlier improved the opportunity of broaching the subject to 
you. I, thereforci in my son's behalf, make a proposal of mar- 
riage to your daughter, and sincerely hope it may meet with 
her approbation, as there is nothing would so much add to my 
happiness, as to know that my son had made so respectable a 
connection, in marrying the daughter of my old friend.^' Ha! 
ha! ha! Why this is excellent. Nothing will give me so 
much pleasure as conceding to his request. What ! my daugh- 
ter marry the son of one of the richest men in the kingdom ? 
That's more than I ever anticipated. [Rings beU.] 

Enter Servant. 

SERVANT. 

Well, sir. 

SIR SOLOMON. 

Tell your young mistress to step here immediately. 

SERVANT. 

Yes, sir. [Exit Servant. 

SIR SOLOMON \coming forward], 
I'll put the question to her at once, and give my friend an 
imjnediate answer : but I know she'll consent ; and I have no 
doubt but the little rogue has been in love all this time, and 
hasn't let me know anything about it. Ah! here she comes. 

Enter Caroline. 

CAROLINE. 

Well, my dear papa, what's your will this evening ? 

SIR SOLOMON. 

My will, you little rogue! Ha, ha, ha! So, it seems you 
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did not go to London for nothing — eh? Conquest — eh ? Ha^ 
ha, ha ! 

CAROLINE. 

Ah ! indeed, papa, I did not think you sent for the purpose 
of laughing at me. How can you be so cruel i : 

SIR SOLOMON. 

Me cruel? Oh no! I'm the last person in the world you 
ought to call cruel: and to convince you that I did not send 
for the purpose of laughing at you, know that I have some of 
the finest news for you you ever heard in all your life. 

CAROLINE. 

News ! Indeed I'm very glad . to hear it — Well, my dear 
papa, what is it ? 

SIR SOLOMON. 

Now, if I felt inclined to be cruel, it is fully in my power; 
but I can't : so I^ tell you all about it. 

CAROLINE. 

That's right, sir. 

SIR SOLOMON. 

Well — [hem .'] — Well, in the first place, you must know — 
By the by, we must seat ourselves, child. [Sit dotvn.] Well, 
you must know that I have just received a letter from my old 
friend Kennington, of London, 

CAROLINE. 

Indeed, papa! Well, pray, how are they all? 

SIR SOLOMON 

Why— [Aem/]— Oh! pretty well. (Hang me if I know how 
to begin.) To be plain with you, Caroline — it seems by cer- 
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tain circumstances which have lately arisen, that you have 
excited a liyely interest in the bosom of a young gentleman, 
whose father now proposes him in marriage to you. 

CABOLWE* 

In marriage to me? Prodigious! Ha, ha, ha! . Pray, my 
dear papa, who may that young gentleman be ? 

SmiSO^MQN. 

Why, canH you guess ? 

QKBOUVK. 

Indeed I cannot. 

silt SOLOMON. 

Why, then, to make the matter short, it is no other than the 
elegantly accomplished William Kennington. 

GlBOLUfE. 

Indeed ! And is this the fine news you had for me ? I shall 
certainly expire! For I do assure you, sir, that he is the last 
person in the world I should choose for a husband. 

SIR SOLOMON [rising y astonished]. 

The devil he is! — Know, then, madam, he is the first man in 
the world whom I should select. Recollect, madam, the obe- 
dience you owe to me. Knowing what my inclination is on 
the subject, should in itself be a sufficient inducement. What ! 
reject one of Are most wealthy and accomplished young men 
in the country, to gratify a little petty whim of yours? A pretty 
piece of business, truly, that any child of mine should endea- 
vor to thwart me in one of the best designs I ever formed to 
secure her fiiture happiness! 

CABOLINE. 

Why, indeed, I hope you are not angry, sir. I would not. 
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knowingly, say anything to offend you for the world. But as 
you have spoken so seriously on the subject, it becomes my 
duty to speak seriously also. Ever since I can remember, I 
have always paid the strictest deference to your commands. 
But, sir, in the present instance, by enforcing obedience, you 
destroy all my hopes of earthly happiness. 

SIR SOLOMON. 

The devil I do ! [toith great warmth], — Leave the room, 
madam ; leave the room this instant. 

CAROLINE. 

Why, papa, are you in such a passion? 

SIR SOLOMON. 

Leave the room this instant, madam ! 

CAROLINE. 

O certainly, sir. [Goings] 

SIR SOLOMON. 

And harkee, madam! To show you that I am the person 
who shall decide in this affair, know that I shall write to Mr. 
Kennington immediately, and give my consent at once to the 
union. Leave the room, madam. 

.Proline. 
By all means, sir. [^^ - 

SIR SOLOMON. 

A pretty piece of business, indeed, that she should reject 
such an offer! But I'll manage the affair for all that. What! 
write a refusal to my old friend ! I wouldn't do it for all the 
daughters in Christendom. I'll write to him immediately, ac- 
cepting his offer, and inviting him and his son to visit us as 
soon as possible : hang me if I don't. [Exit, 

7 
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SCENE n. 

Gardm attached to Sir Solom<»¥ Bluster's Kovse^ 
Enter Lieutenant Somees. 

SOMERS [solus]. 

Doubthss my nncle will be surprised at my protracting my 
visit so long. He knows nothing of the fatal accident which 
has compelled me to remain at Sir Solomon's house these three 
weeks. But why do I say fatal? Heigh-ho! The tender feel- 
ings which have been excited in my bosom by the sw^et and 
lovely Caroline^ sufficiently atone for all my misfortunes. Ah I 
here comes Harry. 

Elder Harry Stout. 

HARRY. 

Ah ! well, master, we are once more moored safely in a snug 
harbor, after having weathered a tough gale off a lee shore, 
amid reefs and breakers; and though your hulk was con- 
foundedly beaten in the storm, we are now safe in port, enjoy- 
ing all the pleasures which pretty women and sparkling win*? 
can impart. 

SOMERS. 

Yes, Harry, we are in a snug harbor, but I fear not a very 
safe one. 

BARRY. 

What the deuce do you mean, master ? 

«O0fERS. 

Why, I mean that there is more danget of honest tars 
losing their hearts in s»ch a port as this, than there ks of 
losing their lives on the boisterous ocean. 
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HARRY. 

Ah ! master, have I found you out ? Thinks I to myself, 
this morning, what the deuce makes my master so serious of 
late? Is he sick? No! Is he groggy? No! Then what 
the devil's the matter with him? Dim my top lights! why 
he's in love ! Ha, ha, ha ! 

SOBfERS. 

Harry, this levity by no means comports with the emotions 
which at present agitate my breast. However, I must ac- 
knowledge the truth of your assertions ; and be satisfied with 
the eetifidience I repose in you, when I inform you that the 
object 6f my affection is none other than the lovely daughter 
of Sir Solomon. Ah! hither comes the tender idol of my soul. 
Harry, I wish you to absent yourself immediately, for I am 
resolved the pteseat opportunity shall not pass unimproved. 

HARRY. 

Ay, ay; board her, master: don't be timid. Gallantry 
has gained many a fine lady; but hang me, if the want of it 
hasn't lost many a one. 

[ExU. 

Enter Caroline. 
^yftwfe".] Ah! Mi'. Sbmers here? really this is more than I 
expected. 

SOMERS. 

Well, my dear Caroline, I am really delighted that such a 
fine opportunity has beeh ptesetited of acknowledging myself 
under the greatest obligation to you for your tender nursing 
during my late indisposition. 

CAROLINE. 

Mr. Somers, the dictates of my own heart shall ever prompt 
me in the path of duty, in performing which, I have hitherto 
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been doubly remunerated ; and, sir, if there is anything in my 
power that can be done, which would contribute any further to 
your happiness, believe me it shall be performed with the 
greatest cheerfulness. 

SOMERS. 

^sideJ] Sweet creature! 'tis evident she loves me. 
Enter Sir Solomon Bluster ^om house. 

SIR SOLOMON. 

Aside.'] What can be the meaning of this secret conference ? 
There must be something in it. I'll just step aside and observe. 

[Bides. 

SOMERS. 

My dear Caroline, my object in embracing the present op- 
portunity, was not solely to acknowledge my gratitude, but 
also to declare, that from the moment I first beheld your lovely 
form, I loved you. 

SIR SOLOMON. 

Aside."] The rascal ! 

SOMERS. 

And hope that this candid declaration on my part may not 
meet with discouragement from you. Speak, my dear Caro- 
line, will you be mine ? 

CAROLINE. 

Mr. Somers, I cannot withhold my consent; but, sir, I 

SIR SOLOMON. 

Aside.] The devil ! 

SOMERS. , 

My dear Caroline! you have sealed my happiness forever; 
we will now immediately repair to your father. 
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CAROLINE. 

Not for the world. Charles, my father has already designed 
me, against my will, to be the bride of another, and should he 
be informed of what has already transpired, he would infallibly 
blast all hopes of our union. 

SIR SOLOMON. 

^side.] Yes, and he will blast them too. 

SOalERS. 

Indeed ,^ then, my dear girl, he shall know nothing about it. 
This evening I will have a post chaise in readiness on the 
borders of the neighboring forest; we can proceed there on foot 
without suspicion ; thence depart for Scotland, where the mar- 
riage rites . shall be consummated and our happiness sealed 
for ever. 

[Sir Solomon at this time has come forward^ and thrusts him* 
self between them.l 

SIR SOLOMON. 

So you'll let me know nothing about it, eh? 

SOMERS. 

Discovered ! 

CAROLINE* 

My father ! 

SIR SOLOMON. 

Yes, sir, you are discovered, and in time to preiunt my 
daughter's ruin. Are you not an ungrateful villain ? Leave 
the premises, you rascal! leave the premises! 

SOMERS. 

Sir Solomon, let me explain this affair, before you proceed 
to such extremities. 
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SIR SOLOMON. 

I want no explanation, sir; hang your explanations; leave 
the premises this instant, sir ! 

SOMERS. 

Oh, very well, sir, PU comply with your demand ; but ere 
long, I shall prove to your satisfaction that I'm neither a villain 
nor a scoundrel. Farewell, my dear CaroUneu [Exit. 

SIR SODOBION. 

And, madam, what have you to say for yourself? But I'll 
prevent all this. I'll watch you as close as a eat watches a 
mouse, until young Kennington arrives ; and then, madam^ aU 
such proceedings will be prevented, by eompelUng you to 
marry him. So, madam, in order to have everything secure, I 
will keep you under lock and key. 

CAROLINE. 

My dear father ! why should you pursue such harsh mea- 
sures ? 

SIR SOI.OMON. 

I don't want to hear one word more ; go into the house,' and 
I'll follow you. 

[Exeunt Caroline and Sir Solomon. 



END OF ACT I. 
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ACT n.— Scene i. 

Steward* s apartment hi Sni Solomon's house — ^Haery Stout, 
half drunkf discovered seated at the table with Trusty, the 
steward, 

trusty. 
Ha! ha! ha! So you had fine sport that day? 

HARRY. 

Fine sport? To be sure we had [hiccwfi] ; why, my old boy, 
you'd [hioMpI have cracked your sides to see how [hiccupl 
nicely we laid the [Atcctep] broadsides into them; but although 
we gained the action, we paid dearly for it by \hiccup'\ losing 
our brave commander. Poor fellow ! a shot took him as he 
stood abaft the [Aecctep] binnacle, and he fell sprawling on the 
deck. '^ How goes the day?" were has last words, and he died 
like a here. 

trusty. 
And what was done for a commander after his death ? 

HARRY. 

Why, as my young master was \hic<Mp'] first Keutenant, be 
took the command, to be sure [Aeccup], and he acted bravely that 
day. " Lay her along side" \hic(Mp\ says he to the sailing 
captain, and at the head of a hundred brave boys, with sword 
in hand, he boarded her. I never saw such [Atcc«pl||tti^ter- 
ing in all my life, and in five minutes more, the en^HLship 
was ours, my old boy. So here, good [hiceup'] health and long 
life to my gallant young master. 



TRUSTY. 

With all my heart! here's to the gallant young lieutenant. 
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SIR SOLOMON [withoiW]. 
Where's the rascal ? where is he ? 

TRHSTY. 

^sideJi What, my master coming, and in a passion ? I 
must get out of his way, for just so sure as be finds me here, 
he'll play the mischief with me. [Eixit. 

Enter Sir Solomon ^om the opposite side. 

SIR SOLOMON. 

Where is the rascal ? where can he be ? 

HARRY [rises and reels towards sir solomon}. 
Where can he be? Ha! ha! ha! What's the matter? 
what's the matter? — [fdccup'] — this you? how goes it, my old 
boy ? I'm glad to see yon. 

SIR SOLOMON. 

Here's a pretty kettle of fish! fine guests^ truly f the master 
making love to my daughter, and the servant drunk in the 
steward's room ! Leave the house this instant, you rascal ! 
leave the house I 

HARRY. 

No, no [hiccup'] ; don't be in such a passkm, my old boy ; 
bear up a little [Ate] — bear up. 

SIR SOLOMON. 

Leave the bouse, you scoundrel ! leave the house ! 

HARRY. 

If I 3o, dim my top lights. 

SIR SOLOMON. 

You won't, eh ? 
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HARRY. 

If I do, shiver my timbers. 

SIR SOLOMON. 

You rascal ! PU soon show you that you shall ; here, John, 
Thomas, Simon, Peter. [f?artt in a rage. 

HARRY. 

Ha, ha, ha! — [hie] — Clear away my main braces, if the 
old boy isn't in a passion because I happened to be rather 
groggy. ^ Hang me, if that doesn't beat anything I ever heard. 

HARRY. 

SONG. 

Here's to grog; 

In a fog, 
Rolling on the ocean, sir. 

Pretty lasses. 

Sparkling glasses, 
Such things suit my notion, sir. 

When at sea, 

To my lee 
No breakers, reefs, or shoals to dread, 

Then give me brandy ; 

'Tis the dandy ; 
Makes me merry in the head. 

When a squall, 

With howl and brawl, 
And tatter'd baric rolls like a log — 

Then would you hear 

What quells each fear? 
'Tis, dash my wig, a glass of grog. 

Then fill the glass; 
While here I pass, 
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Both night and day PU drink and sing; 

And for glory, 

'Tis my story, 
Grog for me's the only thing. 

Here's to grog ; 

In a fog, 
Rolling on the ocean, sir. 

Pretty lasses, 

Sparkling glassy. 
Such things suit my notion, sir. 

lExit Harky. 

SCENE II. 

Apartment in Sir Solomoit's house. 
Enter Caroline and Julia. 

JULIA. 

My dear, as it seems that your father so far disregards your 
happiness as to be determined that a union shall take place 
between you and young Kennington, I cannot conceive that in 
conceding to Mr. Somers' request, there is the least impro- 
priety ; therefore I would certainly advise you to consent to his 
proposal, provided you are satisfied his love is sincere. 

CAROLINE. 

With your advice, I at 'once consent — for I have not the 
slightest doubt of the sincerity of his affection — with this pro- 
viso, that you will accompany me. 

JULIA. 

With the greatest pleasure imaginable, my dear! Pray, 
when is the appointed hour of meeting? 

CAROLIITE. 

Tl^is very instant — not a moment must be lost. On the bor- 
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clers of the adjacent forest a post-chaise is waiting ; but I see 
no possibility of eluding the vigilance of my father. 

JULIA. 

Oh! leave that to me, my dear: that can be done with the 
greatest ease imaginable. In the Jiext chamber is a secret closet, 
which is entirely unknown to your father — 'twill be your busi- 
ness to secrete yourself there : I will then rush precipitately into 
your father's apartment, and inform him that you have escaped 
through the window: he will then search the house, and not 
being able to discover you, he will assemble bis domestics, and 
pursue a course diametrically opposite from that which you 
intend to take. Thus you will be enabled to pursue your way 
uninterruptedly to the arms of your expecting lover. 

CAROLINE. ^^ . . 

My dear Julia, youf' ingenuity is admirable in such affairs ; 
and for your assistance, I feel extremely grateful. 

J^LIA. 

Say not a word, my dear; but let us about it immediately. 



SCENE LAST. 
Forest by moonlight. Enter Harry Stout. 



HAHRY l$0 

Heie I've been waiting this half hour, and no signs oi my 
master yet. Shiver my timbers, if I would not rather be en- 
gaged in an action with the enemy than have anything to do 
with a young fellow, when he's carrying on an intrigue with a 
petticoat. Well, no matter. Soon the storms of this land 
cruise will be over, and my old hulk will be once more plough- 
ing the briny ocean again. Ha! what do I see? Four per- 
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sons approaching; and by the cut of their jib, Pd swear that 
none of them wore a petticoat. I'll just step aside and ob- 
serve them. [Retires.'] 

Enter First RoBBERy followed by three others, masked. 

FIRST ROBBER. 

In the course (rf a quarter of an hour we may expect them : 
so do you, Roderick and Adolph, station yourselves behind the 
fence, near the road, while Gustavus and myself will remain 
in the thicket. The old fellow, doubtless, has a large sum of 
money: therefore be steady; remember the signal, and the 
game is ours. So now to our post. [^Exeunt omnes. 

HARRY [comes forward]. 
Why, what a fortunate thing it was that I did not happen to 
fall into these hoMrable gentlemen's clutches. I shall watch 
your movements, you may depend upon it. Ah ! here comes 
my master, at last. — [Enter Lieutenant Somers, Caroline and 
Julia.] — Well, master, I'm heartily glad to see you and your 
fair convoy safely arrived at last. The post chaise has been 
for some time in readiness at the edge of the forest. But hark 
you, master! a word in your ear. 

LIEUTENANT [tO CAROLINE]. 

Excuse me one moment, my dear. [Stq>s aside with 
Harry.] Well, Harry, what do you wish to say? 

HARRY. 

Why, I wanted to tell you, master, that if you had any 
regard for full pockets, sound limbs, and the advice of a friend, 
you must go no further into the forest to-night, for it is infested 
by banditti. 

SOMERS. 

By banditti, did you say ? 
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HARRY. 

Ay, master, by banditti. But a few minutes since, four of 
these gentry made their appearance. I stepped aside and 
overheard their conversation. They spoke of a carriage which 
they expected, and an old man with plenty of money, whom 
they are determined to rob, and perhaps murder. 

SOMERS. 

That must be prevented, Harry, at the risk of our own lives. 
Have you your pistols ready ? 

HARRY. 

Yes, master, and sword too. [ Whistle at distanceJ] That's 
the signal, master. 

[Caroline and Julia come forward.'] 

SOMERS \t0 harry]. 

We have no time to lose. [To Caroline.] — ^My dear Caro- 
line, it is necessary that I should be absent for a few moments. 
Wait on this spot till my return. 

[Another whistle without. Exeunt Somers and Harry pre^ 
dpitately. Report of a pistol loithout.'] 

CAROLINE. 

Good Heavens protect us ! 
[Julia and Caroline very much alarmed. Another report of 
pistol without."] 

CAROLINE. 

My dear Julia, we are lost ! 

[CUishing of swords vnthout. 

JULIA. 

They approach ; let us conceal ourselves. 
[Conceal themselves. Clashing of swords ceases. Enter 
Harry, vrith a bloody sword in his hand.] 
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HARRY. 

Shiver my timbers, if we hadn't warm work of it : the ras- 
oalf fought desperately. 

[Caboline and Julia came forward on percewing Harry.} 

CAROLINE. 

Is he safe ? Is he safe ? 

HARRY. 

What, my master ? He safe ? To be sure he is ; and he'll 
be here in a giffy, I'll warrant yon. 

JULIA. 

Pray, Harry, what has happened ? 

BARRY. 

Why, mistress^ the story is too Jong : my master will tell 
you all about it ; and here he comes. 

Enter Lieutenant Somers, Lord Kennington and William 
Kennington. 

lieutenant [to CAROLINE]. 

My dear, forgive my apparently rude and precipitate con- 
duct in leaving you, when you learn that the cause was to 
preserve from the fangS of the murderer these strangers — [at 
which he turns to speak to them^ and looking in the face of 
Lord Kennington, recognizes his father,']- ^side.] — Merciful 
Heavens ! can it be possible ? 

LORD KENNINGTON. 

To w^hom, sir, can we attribute the preservation of our lives? 
[Lieutenant Somers keeps his Tiead turned from the gaze of 
Lord Kennington.] Speak, sir, for the obligation is of too 
important a nature to be repaid merely by empty acknowledg- 
ments. Speak, sir; to whom are we indebted? 
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LIEUTENANT [much offectei]. 
To no other, sir, than your injured son, and his faitfafol 
servant. 

LORD KENNtNGTON. 

My son! 

LIEUTENANT. 

My father \ [Smhracing,'] 

LORD KENNINGTON. 

My dear son, do not reproach me for my ill-advised pro- 
ceeding towards you : know that your innocence has been for 
some time known, and every effort which a fond parent could 
make, has beeu exerted for discovering you. 

LIEUTENANT. 

I do- not upbraid you, my dear lather ; and as for yi>«, my 
dear brother, I have not forgotten you. 

W1I4JAM KENNINGTON. 

My dear brother ! [Embi'acing,'] 
[JuLiA and Caroline recognize Lord Kennington and son,^ 

CAROLINE. 

Aside to Julia.] Can it be possible ? Then all is lost ! 

HARRY. 

Well, master, it seems that you have met with some old 
messmates of yours in this adventure, eh ? How is it ? 

LIEUTENANT. 

Yes, Harry, you are right. 'I have met with some old mess- 
mates; but such as we not often meet with on shipboard. 
Know that you have been an instrument, this day, of preserv- 
ing the lives of my father and brother. 
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HARRY. 

What! your father and brother? The devil I have! — Give 
me your hand, sir ; give me your hand ! {^Shakes hands with 
Lord Kennington.] Pardon the bluntness of an old tar, 
whose rugged bosom swells with joy, at the idea of having this 
day been partly the means of preserving the lives of those who 
are so dear to my gallant young master. 

[Lieutenant enters into conversation with Julia and Caro^ 

LINE.] 
LORD KENNINGTON [tO HARRy]. 

I am well satisfied as to the sincerity of your generous sen- 
timents; and for your brave and noble conduct in our behalf, 
we consider ourselves under the greatest obligation : therefore, 
at a more appropriate period, such provision shall be made for 
your welfare as the nature of such an obligation demands. 

[Lieutenant, Caroline and Julia conce forward."]^ 

SOMERS. 

My dear father! in the hurry of our transports, I forgot that 
any were present but ourselves. Miss Caroline Bluster and 
Miss Julia Wildair. [Introducing them.'] 

LORD KENNINGTON. 

Ladies, I am extremely happy to see you; but I must con- 
fess, my surprise is extreme at this unexpected meeting. But, 
Charles, it becomes your duty to explain the mystery which 
led you into this forest, at so singular an hour, vdth those 
young ladies. 

SOMERS. 

To recount, sir, all the circumstances which have led to this 
fortunate event might appear somewhat tedious. I had just 
returned fi:om a cruise on the Mediterranean, when I received 
an order from my uncle to visit him at his country seat im- 
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mediately. I obeyed his command by instantly preparing for 
the journey, but an accident occurred on the road, which pre- 
vented me from proceeding any farther, and which led to an 
introduction to the family of Sir Solomon Bluster. 

LORD KENNIN6T0N. 

An accident, did you say? and what was it? 

SOMERS. 

Ah ! nothing more, sir, than a broken leg, occasioned by 
the overturning of the post-chaise. Suffice it to say, that from 
the moment I beheld the lovely daughter of Sir Solomon, I 
loved her ; and after my recovery, while in the act of declar- 
ing our mutual sentiments. Sir Solomon privately entered, 
overheard our conversation, and became so enraged that he 
ordered me out of his house. I endeavored to conciliate the 
matter, but to no purpose, for it seems that he had previously 
determined that his daughter should be the bride of another; 
and, as I understood the intended person was by no means one 
of her own selection, I proposed, in order to secure our mutual 
happiness, that our union should be consummated unknown to 
her father. She consented, and we were on our way to the 
nearest clergyman's for the purpose, when through the kind 
interpositions of Providence, what is already known took place. 

SIR SOLOMON. 

Without.] Follow me! follow me! FU find him out, the 
rascal ! 

[EnttrSy followed by a flock of domestics.] 
I'll find him out, the infernal scoundrel ! IPerceivmg Lieu- 
tenant^ fyc. 4rc.] Have I found you, you rascal! have I found 
you ? [Recognizing Lord Kennington.] What do I see ! can 
it be possible? My Lord, I am heartily glad to see you. 

\_Shakes hands with Lord Kennington. 

8 
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LORD KENSINGTON. 

Sir Solomon, I am extremely happy to see you. 

81R SOLOMON. 

Yes, my Lord, and I am extremely happy to see you, for 
you have just arrived 'in time to prevent that rascal there from 
giving me any further trouble. 

LORD KENNIN6TON. 

Very well. Sir Solomon ; therefore we will have the business 
speedily settled. You may recollect, sir, that in my last letter 
to you, I mentioned that I had discovered the innocence of my 
eldest son. 

SIR SOLOMON. 

I do recollect. 

LORD KENNIN6T0N. 

Then, sir, I have the extreme pleasure to inform you that I 
have found my son, and allow me the pleasure of introducing 
him. 

[^Presents Lieutenant Somers.] 

SIR SOLOMON. 

The devil ! — can it be possible ? Here's a pretty kettle of 
fish. 

LIEUTENANT. 

Sir Solomon, for the extreme kindness and attention you 
exhibited towards me, while in your house as an invalid and 
stranger, accept my most grateful acknowledgments: and, sir, 
if it meets with your approbation, I sincerely trust that our 
happiness [tcMng the han4 of Caroline] may meet with no 
further obstacles. 
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6I& SOLOMON. 

Take her, tftfce her ; you have my consort, provided another 
person present resigns his daim. 

LliEtJTENANT. 

Another person present? — ^pray, who can that be? 

WILLIAM KENNINGtON. 

That person is myself; I was your rival, though unsuccess- 
ful ; and as for my claim, I have none : but could I flatter 
myself that my suit with Miss Wildair should meet with encou- 
ragement, and my past offences be forgotten — can I hope ? 

[^Takes Miss Julla. by the hand.Ji 

JULLA. [taking her hand away]. 
William, you must certainly confess that your conduct to 
me has been exceedingly unkind ; but if you are truly penitent, 
I forgive you — so there ! 

[^Presenting her hand.] 

WlhhIAM KENNINGTON. 

Dearest Julia ! you have made one of the happiest of men ! 
And I trust it meets my father's approbation ? 

LORD KENNINGTON. 

It certainly does ; and thus I find that the transactions of 
this day have sealed not only mine^ but my children's happi- 
ness. 

LIEUTENANT. 

Thus is our joy complete ; and nothing is wanting but the 
kind smiles of our friends ! 

[To the audience.] 
To you, kind gentles ! our best thanks we give — 
Hoping the disinherited son may live 
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To be a future blessing to the nation, 

And mark his conduct by your approbation ! 

IFinale.'] 
So, thus, we find that love is blind, 

And through the world would stray ; 
Yet oft its kind dart heals many a heart. 

And drives all sorrow away! 



END OF THE ELOPEBfENT. 
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CANTO FIRST. 

I. 

In this romantic region of the west, 

Where gently rolls the Tennessee's bright stream, 

With heaven and earth reflected on its breast. 

Are scenes and matter for th^ Muse's theme : 

Where dances oft the brilliant glowing beam 

Of setting sun. Along the verdant shore. 

Frowns many a giant rock with rugged crest; 

Majestic hills uplift their summits hoar, 

And valleys darkly wave their beech and sycamore. 

Here dwelt the Indian, Nature's fearless child, 

The rightful tenant of his native wood : 

With limbs untiring, trod the forest wild; 

O'er shadow)' vale, and mountain steep and rude, 

The nimble deer and bufialo pursued. 

Where roams he now? Far in the spectre land; 

Nor recks on whom proud fame or fortune smiled — 

Who lost, or won, upon this mortal strand — 

While o'er his peaceful dust Oblivion waves her wand. 
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Here be my scene. There rose no city then ; 
No stately mansion deck'd the hill, the plain ; 
Nor steamer's roar, nor busy hum of men, 
Nor ample mead, not fields of waving grain : 
But sovereign nature held her lonely reign — 
Save that the hunter, shouting in the chase, 
Or curling smoke from wigwam in the glen, 
Or little field of com, might serve to trace 
The solitary haunt of savage human race. 

n. 
The sun had vanished in his wint'ry flight; 
The dark horizon closed upon the sight ; 
A night of clouds in threat'ning blackness hung 
O'er the bleak mountains of the west, and flung 
A fearful gloom upon the trackless wood ; 
While chilling frost was chaining fast the flood. 
The leafless oaks were creaking in the blast, 
As through their naked arms the tempest pass'd ; 
Whose fitful howlings fell upon the ear. 
Like frenzied sorrow wailing o'er the brer 
Of frail mortality. Now bellowing forth 
From icy caverns of tte chilly north, 
Rush'd the rude storm, as waters dashing o'er 
The cataract, with deep astounding roar. 
So swept the tempest, with an awful sound, 
Whirling the snow along the frozen ground : 
Now sinks apace the loud terrific tone 
In fretful murmurs and the dying moan ; 
Keen biting frost with penetrating power. 
And strength redoubled, ruled the sullen hour. 

III. 
On such a dark and wild tempestuous nighty 
The Cherokees, victorious from the fight, 
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Had made a halt upon their homeward way, 
CompelPd by warring elements to stay. 
They sought a shelter till the storm was o'er, 
Beneath the ferest on the river's shore ; 
Where Bear-grass waters mingle, and are lo^ 
Amid the stream that scarce a white man cross'd ; 
Where European face was seldom seen ; 
The trader's visits few and far between. 
From trees uprooted by the storms of heaven. 
Or by the lightning ready scathed and riven, 
The pile is reared, while blustering Boreas lends 
His breath to kindle, and the flame ascends. 
A rude and hasty meal they now prepare ; 
A tender fawn, besides the flesh of bear. 
In steaks divided on the coals they broil. 
Chill'd in the storm, and glad to rest ihmi toil, 
The tawny group all muster round the fire ; 
Among the clouds the wreathing flames aspire ; 
Far through the gloom extends the peering light. 
Fringing the sable drapery of night. 
And glaring bright on forms and features wild. 
Upon the ground their implements were piled : 
The tube of death, the tomahawk, the knife, 
Bore ample marks of sanguinary strife ; 
Sad trQphies of the fight around them lay ; 
The gory scalps from battle borne away, 
Were counted o'er ; triumphant diouts arose 
For victory won, and vengeance on their foes. 
Loud rung the welkin with exalting song. 
Startling the beasts the dreary woods among; 
The wolf and panther bounding to their dell. 
Gave back in fearful notes the savage yell ; 
While wretched captives, doom'd to sacrifice. 
Felt all the tortures malice could devise-*- 
Expired in horrid agonies of pain, 
To appease the manes of many red men slain. 
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IV. 

An aged Choctaw from his cabin strayM, 

A friendly visit to the warriors paid ; 

Freely exchanged the salutation brief — 

Was welcomed by the stern ferocious chief: 

His heart exulted in the passyig scene ; 

Full oft, and eagerly, he bent his lean 

Emaciated form with stern delight, 

Rejoicing o'er the trophies of the fight. 

Elate and proudly did the savage gaze : 

His mem'ry, fraught with scenes of other days, 

When, his strong arm could deal the deadly blow; 

His dim eye brighten'd up with youthful glow. 

He felt again the fiery current roll. 

And all the warrior rush'd upon his soul; 

Burst forth his voice, above the martial throng, 

With shout of battle and the victor's song. 

Among the captives they had deign'd to spare 

Was one, a delicate, ill-fated fair. 

From kindred, home, and love's embraces torn, 

And rudely o'er the howling desert borne : 

To all her heart held dear, forever lost, 

A flower of summer blighted by the frost. 

Pale as the snow that clung to her attire. 

She sat some distance from the blazing fire, 

Alone and silent on a faUen tree. 

Neglected in the hour of revelry ; 

Like some fair monument, which art designs 

To brave the tempest and the howling winds. 

Her slender arms were folded, and she press'd 

A sleeping infant closely to her breast : 

Her flowing robe was partly round it flung. 

To shield the nursling from the storm that sung 

The dirge of death. She heeded not the blast. 

Nor scream of horror, nor the scenes that pass'd. 
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V. 

When rites unholy were about to close, 

And weary limbs were sinking to repose, 

The aged man took leave, and passing by, 

Survey'd the fair with an attentive eye : 

He paused, — he pitied her unhappy fate, 

Spurning at once that bitter deadly hate 

Which his own nation in their bosom nursM 

Against a people whom they deem'd accursed ; 

By nobler impulse was he taught to show 

Divine compassion to the child of woe. 

To her he spoke in sympathetic tone. 

And oft by signs ; — but answer there was none ; 

And when that pallid form he gently shook. 

On her he fixed a deep inquiring look; 

Yet saw no sign of life, nor breath, nor sigh. 

But darkness rested on the half closed eye. 

StilPd was the heart ; congeaPd the stream of life ; 

Her spirit freed from bondage, woe and strife. 

Had taken flight, and left the mortal form 

A frozen corse, still bleaching in the storm. 

Yet were the noble features of that face 

Striking and beauteous e'en in Death's embrace. 

To take the child, he stretch'd his hand, and said, 

"Sweet babe." He shrunk — he trembled — for the dead 

Forbade the act; her very look said " No ; 

Away, rude man^—I cannot let it go." 

Firm was her grasp, and to her icy breast 

The little cherub seem'd as fondly press'd. 

And guarded with as much apparent care. 

As if a mother's love still linger'd there. 

At length by force he haply wrench'd away 

The living from the dead unyielding clay ; 

He bore it quickly from a scene so wild. 

And to his daughter gaVe the captive child. , 
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VI. 

Thrice had unwearied time, with rapid wings, 

Swept his fleet round of six returning springs 

Since that eventful night. The years had flown 

Unmarked by youth, though Death had claim'd his own ; 

The good old Choctaw with his fathers lay. 

Where naught disturb'd his peaceful slumbering clay. 

The captive child was now a blooming maid ; 

She to the spot in silence often stray'd. 

There young Neoma, such the name they gave. 

In mournful silence mused upon his grave ; 

And oft the tear-drop, like the falling dew, 

Was wont to mingle with the grass that grew 

O'er his remains whose memory she revered. 

From helpless infancy she had been riearM 

By Indian mother, and their dwelling stood 

Beside yon brook, embosom 'd in the wood* 

'Twas rudely built ; yet in that lowly ccrf. 

Park envy, pride» and pining care were npt ; 

Nor avarice, nor curse of want was there. 

But beauteous nature spread her simple fare> 

And Nature's child oould revel in delight. 

While youthful moments sweetly wing'd their flight. 

VII. 

She was more delicate in form and face, 
Yet taller than the maids of Indian race. 
Though ardent Phoebus oft had kiss'd her cheek. 
And flung his beam upon her slender neck, 
' 'Twas not so rudely as to decompose 
The gay luxuriance of the blushing rose, 
Whose lovely tints were richly blended there, 
Half shaded by her glossy, dark brown hair, 
Begemm'd with ornaments that scarce confined 
The curls that waved all sparkling in the wind. 
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Her jet black eyes were bright as star of even, 

Beaming on earth the chastity of Heaven. 

Though youthful smiles, with fascinating power, 

Lit up her features in the joyous hour. 

At times, there mi^t be seen a transient shade 

Of thoughtful gloom, and something that portray'd 

A soul magnanimous and void of fear, 

With powers too noble for a narrow sphere. 

Like the caged eagle Nature forms to rise. 

And shake his pinions in ethereal skies, 

So seem'd the maid, by destiny enchain'd 

To low estate, whom Nature had ordain'd 

To loftier purposes. Nor did she spurn 

What useful arts she might have chanced to leara ; 

In these the Indian maids had taught her well, 

'Till few were found whom she could not excel. 

The pliant moccasons her feet embrace. 

She made herself with wondrous skill and taste, 

Bedeck 'd with what the traders could supply. 

Rare ornaments, and beads of various dye ; 

With these, and arrows of the porcupine. 

She nicely wore her fanciful design. 

The Indian youth with emulation glow'd. 

And each the trophies of the chase bestowM, 

Most precious furs ; and oft the beauteous maid 

Her ingenuity and art displayed : 

Grateful, in courtesy she made and gave 

Rich belts of wampum to reward the brave ; 

And curious garments for the chiefs who bore 

The palm of victory from the tug of war. 

The forest birds their proudest plumage brought. 

To form the robes her fairy fingers wrought ; 

The gorgeous colors of her gay costume 

Might vie with richest of the Persian loom. 
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VIII. 

Some ornaments of gold she long had kept 

As dear memorials of one who slept 

The sleep of death ; they were of costly price, 

A ring and bracelets wrought with rich device — 

A wreath of flowers the burnish'd rim entwin'd, 

A field of net- work tastefully designed — 

A starry clasp where precious gems were strown, 

A sparkling diamond in the centre shone ; 

They bore the initials of a long-lost name 

MarkM on the inner side, and were the same 

Her mother wore on that eventful night 

Her spirit took its everlasting flight. 

To her, alas! that name was still unknown, 

Like vain inscription of a mouldering stone. 

By short-liv'd mortals in the graveyard placM, 

By time and tempest totally effaced ; 

Gone like a dream to dark oblivion borne. 

Or cloud that flits before the beam of morn. 

IX. 

But these she seldom wore. She once had dream'd 

What causM her many a gloomy thought — she seemM 

Borne fro/n her dwelling by an. evil sprite. 

Who darted through the air as swifl; as light. 

While every spot on which she e'er had been. 

And every object she had ever seen. 

Were left behind ; the whirling earth, the sun, 

And moon, and stars, were blended into one. 

Still sped they on- — creation faded fast. 

And all the eye could rest upon at last, . 

Was but a shapeless cloud of misty gray, 

Still seeming less, and vanishing away. 

At length the demon let her fall — she found 

Herself upon a rock, encompass'd round 
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With roaring waters stretching far and wide, 

A dark, a trackless waste on every side : 

High rolPd the billowy surge, that madly beat 

The rock on which she stood, and tumbled at her feet. 

In vain she look'd for human beings there — 

In vain she sought a refuge from despair ; 

No living thing was on that barren shore. 

Save two gaunt vultures, who with hunger tore 

Some fragments from the rock ; and there anon 

Found somaething which they seem'd to feed upon. 

This they devour'd voraciously, and still 

ScreamM out for more — nor could they get their fill. 

Gold was their fav'rite food; and when they saw 

The bracelets on her arms, with beak and claw, 

Both eager for the prize, upon her flew. 

One of the twain she battled with and slew ; 

But being wounded in the struggle, she 

Fell from the rock, and plung'd into the sea. 

AwakenM by the shock, in dread affright. 

She ne'er forgot the horrors of that night. 

X. 

Neoma's fame began to sound afar ; 
Full many a hero, when released from war. 
To woo her love, unbent his rigid brow — 
And many a chief at beauty's shrine would bow. 
She favor'd none, and yet were ever paid 
Due marks of honor to the high-soulM maid. 
She loved the forest, and would freely roam 
The haunts of solitude, and seem'd at home ; 
She loved to hear the red bird wild and shrill. 
The nightly music of the Whippoorwill ; 
She loved the stream, and on its breast would float, 
A Naiad sporting in her little boat ; 
Or gliding slow and cautiously along, 
To watch and snare the silver-coated throng, 
9 
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She loved to wander where tradition said 

Her mother slept, beneath the beechen shade ; 

And oft she thought her spirit swept the vale. 

Or softly breathed her sighs upon the gale. 

Those sympathies which orphans deeply know, 

Too oft absorb 'd her soul in hallow'd woe. 

While restless fancy fain would pierce the dread, 

The dark, mysterious regions of the dead. 

"Can death be sleep?" she sigh'd — " and shall I dream^ 

Yet roam the woods, or lightly skim the stream. 

Mount up in air, and ride upon the storm, 

While in the darksome grave I feed the worm ? 

Or, shall I journey to the shadowy land 

Where foemen meet, and give the friendly hand^ 

Forget all strife, and rest from toil and fight. 

Where all is peace and joy, and pure delight? 

And shall I then my long lost mother see ? 

I shall — for, in my dreams she visits me, 

And bids me welcome to her peaceful bower.'' 

Such were her thoughts in lonely pensive hour, 

XI. 

With limbs elastic, would she often climb 

Yon lofty hill, where Nature, all sublime. 

Spreads the magnificent stupendous scene 

Of rocks and hills, and winding vales between : 

Dark waving woods on every side extend ; 

Some kiss the rolling clouds, and some descend 

Abrupt, or sloping, to the vales below. 

Where streamlets rush, or mighty waters flow. 

Fronting the morn, there frowns a rocky steep, 

A massy rampart, rugged, high, and deep. 

On whose rude peaks the lightning, storm and gale 

Have spent their fury. Down that steep, a vale 

In sylvan grandeur, winds its way along, 

'Till lost from view, the distant hills among; 
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And brightly rolls the stream, meandering round 

The shelving rocks, with plaintive, murmuring sound: 

Impressive sound — so grateful to the ear, 

Who hears it once, again would wish to hear. 

How oft the trav'ler, roaming far away, 

Permits his thoughts with wanton wing to stray ; 

In waking hours, or slumber's mystic dreams. 

Hears fancied music of his native streams. 

beauteous vale,* what stranger passing by. 

May not delight to feast his wandering eye, 

Admiring thee ! And, westward from the height, 

The Tennessee comes bursting on the sight — 

His crystal bosom, beautiful and clear, 

Moving majestic in his bright career. 

Along the winding shore, on either side. 

Waves the tall forest in its native pride ; 

While mountains, rob'd in misty clouds of blue. 

Ascend to prop the heavens, and circumscribe the view. 

Bold was the prospect, wildly stretching o'er 

This rude, extensive, unfrequented shore. 

XII. 

Oft she survey'd with an enraptur'd eye — 
Oft would she muse, in contemplation high. 
O'er such a scene, whose grandeur might inspire 
The child of nature with a holy fire, 
A pure devotion, which the soul expands. 
She saw no temple form'd by human hands, 
But all around a temple high and broad. 
The fane magnificent of nature's God, 
Whose presence fills immensity, but shrouds 
His awful glory with a world of clouds. 

• The valley of the Tennessee, extending from Tuscumbia to Decatur, is 
acknowledged by travelers to be the most beautiful in the southern or westera 
country. 
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Almighty Spirit, to the mortal eye 

Unknown, invisible, yet ever nigh. 

Dost not Thou whisper when the summer gale 

Comes softly sighing through yon flow'ry vale? 

Does not that little streamlet, murmuring free, 

Bespeak Thy presence as the roaring sea ? 

When the sweet warblers pour their mellow song^ 

These woods and wilds spontaneously among, 

Does not their untaught melody impart 

A hallow'd joy to every feeling heart ? 

Or when from heaven the livid lightnings glare. 

Dark rolling thunders loudly burst in air, 

Peal after peal, terrific shakes the pole. 

Does not a sacred awe pervadie the soul? 

When flaming Sol in majesty appears. 

With golden light, illumining the spheres. 

Or when he sets upon the western peaks. 

Fringing the fleecy cloud with brilliant streaks, 

And wide expanding, till with radiant glow. 

Blaze heaven's bright glories o'er the world below — 

No wonder the poor savage prostrate lies. 

Adoring what he deems the lord of earth and skies. 



END OF CANTO FIRST. 
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CANTO SECOND. 

I. 
Habk! from the vale what yells of deadly strife ! 
The battle rages — foemen fight for life; 
The pale-face struggles 'gainst o'erwhelming pow'r- 
The Indians triumph in that fatal hour, 
Nor e'en a mortal left to tell the tale. 
Those who dispersM, like chaff before the gale, 
Were soon collected, and in safety led 
From scenes appalling, where the vultures fed, 
And prowling wolves and hungry panthers tore 
The brave who sluiiiber'd in their beds of gore. 
While far more savage conquerors in the strife. 
Furious with tomahawk and reeking knife. 
Took vengeance horrible on those who fell 
Rev'ling in carnage with demoniac yell ; 
Tore off the scalp from many a mangled head. 
Tortured the dying, and deform 'd the de^d. 

II. 

Herbert, our hero, from the battle ground 
Was borne away by savage hands and bound ; 
A bleeding captive, not in mercy spared. 
But for a doom full many a foeman sharied. 
They now divide — some follow still the foe — 
Some as they list their own direction go ; 
Some to the gallic fort, and some pursue 
Their homeward way. A small, ferodous crew 
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Took Herbert off, resolved to glut their wrath 
By vengeful torture, and a lingering death! 
They journeyed on — 'twas near the river's shore — 
And at mid-day they thirsted for his gore. 
In solemn council it was now decreed 
To perpetrate the black, the horrid deed. 
Of twigs most flexible, they soon prepared 
Tough, twisted bands; his breast and arms were bared; 
Bound to a tree, he there was doom'd to wait 
Protracted torture, and the shaft of fate. 
A Are was kindled, and the savage band 
Would snatch, at intervals, the burning brand. 
And thrust the victim with a demon's i|?e, 
The prelude of a more exquisite fire ; 
While some in mockery would writhe and groan, 
And some address him in a taunting tone ; 
Some instantly had launch'd their sharpen'd blade 
Deep in his heart : but cooler malice stay'd 
''^^he lifted arm, and warded off the blow, 
Which else had sent him to the shades below. 

HI. 
Upright he stood, so firmly was he bound — 
Not even allow'd to rest upon the ground ; 
His swollen limbs in agony of pain ; 
Deep anguish rack'd his burning, boiling brain 
Almost to madness, and the gushing blood 
Burst from its caverns in a copious flood ! 
A thousand pangs his wounded body wrung ; 
Tormenting thirst had seized his parched tongue; 
Raging in vain, he gnawed with furious teeth 
The cords that bound him in the grasp of death : 
His fainting spirit vainly sought to fly; 
He prayed for death. Alas I he could not die. 
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IV. 

Nig^it waved her wa»d, and sable darkness came. 

The fierce tormentors, deaf to pity's claim, 

At last grown weary of their horrid rite. 

Gave lingering misery a sad respite ; 

Resolved to-morrow to inflict again 

More dreadful, more excruciating pain. 

Stretched on the ground, beneath the spacious sky, 

Soft, dreamy slumber closed each careless €ye. 

Still to the tree the captive, pinion'd fast, 

Wishes each heaving breath may be his last; 

No hope is left but that to-morrow's sun 

On him may never rise. But there was one, 

A gentle maid, who, rambling through the wood. 

Beheld the wretched man; and as she stood. 

In mournful silence, while the warriors slept, 

Deplor'd his fate and o'er his sufferings wept. 

She felt an impulse she could not control — 

Heroic virtue fill'd her lofty soul. 

'Twas daring deed to risk the Indian's ire : 

She kept aloof, until the blazing fire 

Grew dim, and cast a fainter gleam around ; 

Then gliding softly to the spot, she found 

A warrior's knife; she stole beside the tree — 

Cut loose the bands — and set the captive free. 

Fixed ip astonishment, he eyed the fair — 

Say, did he dream, or stood a goddess there? 

A moment gazed in wild but mute surprise, 

Doubting the evidence of his own eyes : 

A nymjfli so beautiful — so fair— 'twas jstrange 

What power mysterious caused her thus to range 

In such a place. But not a word was said ; 

She motion'd silence, and the way she led. 

Noiseless he follow'd through the cheerless gloom — 

A breadi^ a whisper might have seai'd his doom ; 
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The rustling of a bush might give alann. 

Full well assured his guide could mean no harm^ 

Though weak and famishing, he crept along; 

So kind a guardian scarce would lead him wrcmg. 

But lo! what sounds came thrilling oa the blast? 

His heart's blood curdled, and he stood aghast! 

Wild and terrific was the savage cry ; 

His foes were up — the fierce pursuer nigh — 

Fleet and sagacious as a well-trained pack 

Of furious blood-hounds scenting out the track. 

His hope now perished — but propitious night 

Lent all her glooms to shroud him from their sight. 

Close in his rear appalling voices rung — 

The maid that moment seizM his arm and sprung 

Down a steep precipice — one effort more, 

Another leap — she stood upon the shore ; 

The wounded fugitive, in breathless haste. 

By her assistance in the boat was placed ; 

Noiseless she launched away upon the flood. 

And bore him safely from the men o£ blood. 

They searchM the wood — the shore — ^but never knew 

Which way he fled, for night obscured the view; 

Again they hunted by the break of day. 

Gave up the search, and then pursued their way. 



Free from the torments of remorseless hate. 

The awful horrors of untimely fate ; 

Free from the grasp of his inveterate foes, 

Weary and faint, he sank in sweet repose ; 

And when he woke, he found Neoma near — 

A safe asylum and refreshing cheer 

In lonely Island's deep sequestered shade. 

His daily food the noble-hearted maid 

Supplied most freely;' in the wood she found 

What herbs might serve to heal each aching wound ; 
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And oft repaired to that delightful bower, 

Lighting with beauty's smiles each gloomy hour. 

Her every look his drooping spirit cheer'd ; 

To him, indeed, an angel she appeared — 

The only being could commiserate, 

From love, or pity^ his unhappy fate. 

Though feather'd warblers poured their mellow song 

Harmoniously the peaceful groves among, 

'Twas naught to him — the weary night and day. 

And flagging hours, rolPd heavily away ; 

But when he heard Neoma's welcome voice. 

The silver sound made his sad heart rejoice. 

Alone — he felt stern fortune's darkest frown ; 

Each gloomy thought oppress'd and weigh'd him down ; 

His spirit sunk, dejected and forlorn. 

Till fair Neoma, like the rosy morn 

Chasing away the sable clouds of night. 

Came forth in beauty, innocently bright. 

He oft with rapture on her bosom hung. 

Ere yet they understood each other's tongue; 

But sighs and looks more aptly could impart, 

Than chosen words, the language of the heart : 

The throbbing bosom, and the glowing cheek, 

And melting eye, all lent their aid to speak, 

Nor was it long till each the other's name 

Had learn'd to sound, and conversation came 

In broken sentences — which gave a new 

Felicity to every interview. 

As rosy health resumed her cheerful reign. 

More blithe and beauteous grew the enamour'd swain ; 

His words were pleasing and his manners mild, 

More fascinating than the stern, the wild 

Sons of the forest ; yet of manly frame : 

Neoma loved him, nor conceal'd the flame. 
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She was not practised in the cautious art 

Of polish'd fair, but with a simple heart 

She loved the stranger, and she thought him true; 

He was of her own race, of her own hue : 

Kind and ingenuous his nature seem'd. 

The very being fancy might have deem'd 

A kindred spirit to her bosom given 

By chance mysterious, or the will of heaven, 

VII. 

And oft, while seated on their couch of green, 
He talk'd of days gone by, and many a scene 
Of foreign grandeur happily portrayM, 
By words and gestures, to the listening maid, 
Who heard with rapture ; while her fancy drew 
A pleasing sketch of dazzling wonders new. 
Like those who listen'd, in the days of old. 
To magic tales, and mystic legends told 
Of fairy land ; and oft, in tones of love, 
He thus implored: "0 ! let us leave this grove ; 
'Tis but a wild and solitary place. 
Our secret bower the savage horde may trace. 
Who thirst for human blood like beasts of prey. 
Arise, my love, and let us flee away. 
Far from this wilderness of horrid strife, 
Ta taste the purer joys of polish'd life. 
With our own race, we happily may dwell. 
Remote from slaughter, and the savage yell; 
Where battle scream loads not the midnight gale, 
Nor groan of torture, nor the voice of wail ; 
Nor beast voracious, nor the deadly snake. 
Annoy by day, or nightly slumbers break ; 
Where social blessings like the waters flow. 
And generous hearts in sweet communion g^ow : 
There may we livje secure from rude alarms, 
'Till death shall tear us from each other's arms; 
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Or roam excursive where proud cities rise, 

Bright scenes of splendor greet our wondering eyes ; 

Behold each antique fane, with glittering spire, 

The gorgeous dome, the noble pile admire ; 

Traverse with pleasure each delightful clime, 

Till age reminds us of the flight of time ; 

Then seek our home, where each returning day 

Shall give new joy, and life roll soft away." 

He said, and pressed her to his beating heart — 

The maid consents — no more on earth to part. 

But bound forever, by the sacred tie 

Of plighted love, with him to live and die ; 

With him to journey o'er the mountains blue. 

Or where the rolling billow shrouds from view 

The narrow land : and share what weal or woe 

Might be their fortune in this World below. 

And Herbert knelt beneath the spangled sky — 

"Witness my oath, ye deathless powers on high" — 

"Swear not," she said ; " if love and honor be 

Too weak to bind, I should not trust in thee. 

Could I believe my Herbert void of truth. 

How could I risk my all upon his oath ?" 

A fearful scream shot wildly through the gale — 

His voice was faltering, and his cheek grew pale ; 

He started up — an awful feeling came 

A sudden tremor shook his manly frame: 

"Hear'st thou that sound? — the foe is near," he cried. 

" 'Twas not a human voice," the maid replied, 

" But some dark spirit howling o'er the stream, 

Foreboding ill by that unearthly scream. 

'Twas such a scream, if memory serves me right, 

Rung through the woods that melancholy night ; 

'Twas such a scream along this valley swept, 

When cold in death my Indian father slept." 
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VIII. 

All things were ready — at the appointed hour, 
They stole in silence from the sylvan bower; 
SkimmM lightly o'er the stream, and reached the wood. 
Where two fleet palfreys neighM in restive mood. 
On which they mounted by the dawn of day. 
And southward rapidly were borne away. 
"Adieu!'' she sighM, "ye valleys wrapt in gloom. 
Haunts of my childhood, where the wild flowers bloom ; 
Ye rocky hills that lifl; your summits high. 
In awful grandeur mingling with the sky, 
Where eagles build their nests amid the storms ; 
And thou, bright stream, whose glassy bosom forms 
A beauteous mirror ; and ye verdant shores. 
Where hunters roam and the wild buff^'lo roars : 
No more Neoma o'er these wilds shall roam — 
Beyond the cloud-capped hills, I seek a happier home." 



END OF CANTO SECOND. 



Digitized by 



Google 



133 



CANTO TfflRD. 

Time waved his wings, and sped his rapid flight; 

Twice seven moons had faded from the scene ; 
Gone, like the meteors of the starry night. 

And mem'ry sicken'd over what had been. 

Delusive joy had bid a long farewell ; 

'Twas false, and fleeting, as the whistling wind. 
Whose way mysterious, mortals cannot tell — 

'Twas gone — nor left a gleam of hope behind. 

But sorrow's seal upon the mind impressed. 
Through wasting years will still retain its place ; 

Despair, when seated in the cankered breast. 
The hand of time may soothe — but not efface. 

Be still — dark spirit — in this little state 
Of brief existence, why should we complain ? 

Can ceaseless murmurs change the will of fate ? 
Ah no! Our gloomy imaginings are vain. 

Blest Poesy! thou hast ethereal bower. 
With blushing fruitis, beside a crystal stream ; 

Immortal blooms each bright celestial flower. 
And heavenly music wakes the poet's theme. 

Elysian fields, and spicy groves among. 
The tuneful sisters ever love to stray ; 
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While balmy zephyrs bear melodious song, 
And fragrant odors through the realms of day. 

There may the lover of the Muses roam ; 

In visions bright, the pleasing hours employ ; 
Forget that earth has ever been his home. 

Till misery's bitter cup be filled with joy. 

Since lasting joy we mortals cannot know. 

Let fancy spurn the chain, and spread her wings, 

Beyond the back of discontent and woe, 
To feast, and banquet on unreal things. 

Cull all the sweets, that grow in fairy land; 

Beneath the rose, should coiling serpent hiss, 
Transform the reptile, with the magic wand. 

And cheat the soul into a dream of bliss. 

Or while old Time, careering ceaseless on. 

Sweeps from the world the race of man as worms, 

Men — nations — empires — to oblivion gone, 
Like insects — ^borne way by wintry storms. 

'Tis ours to snatch, from ruin's wreck away, 
What things may serve for salutary woe; 

And while we dream, through life's delusive day, 
Bid heaven-born sympathy for others flow. 

'Tis all a dream — what boots it though the proud 
Boast their possessions and their happier lot ? 

A little moment and the coffin'd shroud, 
Or letter'd stone, will tell that they are not. 

The conqueror's might — ambition's boldest scheme — 
The monarch's pageantry — ^the minion's name — 

Time sweeps away, like many a poet's dream, 
That floats a bubble on the tide of fame. 
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In proud New Orleans shone a stately hall, 

Lit up in splendor for the feast, the ball ; 

The young, the gay, the matron grave, the sire, 

Were there assembled in their rich attire ; 

A host of beauties, all in smiles array'd. 

Their conquering charms most brilliantly display'd. 

The city spark, attracted by the fair. 

Or banquet's luxury disposed to share. 

And sons of Mars, from warlike ship and fort, 

All joyous to the festal scene resort — 

Where rich magnificence profusely pour'd 

Her costly viands o'er the glittering board ; 

Where gorgeous vase and bowl resplendent shine, 

And sparkling goblets blush with rosy wine ; 

While sprightly music bade her numbers roll 

In sweetest strains, that captivate the soul. 

Envy and spleen assumed a cheerful air — 

Music and wine lit up the brow of care ; 

Cloudless and free, with visage gayly bright, 

Seem'd every guest — 'twas Herbert's nuptial night. 

Beside him sat a beauteous, blooming maid. 

In costly bridal ornaments array'd ; 

Was this Neoma — nature's simple child — 

His generous guardian, in the western wild? 

The maid who snatch'd him from the red man's wrath, 

A victim writhing in the pangs of death? 

Angel of mercy, in a savage land. 

Who rescued from the flames a burning brand — 

Who bore him from the fell destroyer's power. 

And nursed and soothed him in the sylvan bower — 

Conceal'd, protected from avenging foe ? 

Was she the bride? His conscience atiswered no. 
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II. 

And who's Neoma? might the proud demand ; 
What her pretensions ? Hath she gold or land ? 
Alas ! Neoma — not the gay, the bright, 
And splendid honors of the nuptial night. 
Were meant for thee — nor yet the lowly cot, 
With peace and innocence, thy happy lot ; 
Heart-burning shame — sad ruin — black despair, 
Werp all thy dower. Neoma was not there. 
Why mention her ? Forever lost — unknown — 
A being strange to every soul but one ; 
And he was false. Too soon did Herbert bow 
A slave to avarice — he broke his vow! 

ni. 

In distant fort short time he was employM ; 
Short was the bliss the luckless pair enjoy'd. 
An aged man of wealth, and station high. 
His every want had promised to supply — 
For Herbert was his heir. Had understood 
His fond attachment to a huntress rude 
And destitute ; he wrote his stern command : 
" Discard the girl, and leave the western land ; 
Nor let blind love a noble name disgrace ; 
Seek some rich heiress — one of high born race : 
To honor, fame, and wealth, if thou aspire — 
Mistake me not — obedience I require ; 
Take now thy choice — obey — my wealth is thine : 
Or disobey — thou art no heir of mine.'' 
Obsequious, he obey'd ; and left forlorn 
A bleeding heart with self-reproaches torn ; 
Distracted, outcast, doom'd to shame and grief— 
A wretch, who counted death her sole relief. 
" I go," said he, " but two days march, at most. 
To search a spot for military post ; 
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Which done, in haste I will return again.'' 
He went, with some few soldiers in his train : 
When they returned, the dreadful truth she knew. 
And with wild frenzy, o'er the forest flew, 
Till out of sight. The soldiers quick pursu'd. 
But searched in vain her footsteps in the wood ; 
Nor aught could learn of her mysterious fate. 
There came a rumor from the West of late. 
To Herbert's ear: 'Twas said, in desert wild, 
A spot on which the Day-god never smiled, 
Where mountain wrapt the vale in shadowy gloom. 
Some hunters found a curious couch of plumes. 
So rich, so beautiful in every part. 
Such work was ne'er performed by human art. 
Much less by dwellers in a savage land; 
They deemM the fabric wrought by fairy hand : 
But most mysterious, in this gorgeous bed. 
Was wrapt a lovely infant — but 'twas dead ! 
0! dark and dreadful doom! And once at night, 
They, trembling, saw a strange and fearful sprite 
Sweep o'iBr the mountain like a wrathful storm ; 
Though dimly seen, it bore the female form : — 
A thousand furies flashing from her eye. 
With voice terrific, wildly rushing by. 
Cried " vengeance !" and her loose dishevel'd hair 
Stream'd like the stars that shoot in midnight air. 
Such was the vague report, and all he knew : 
Neoma's image flash'd upon his view. 
And ofl he strove by every means to chase 
From memory deeds that stared him in the face. 

IV. 

Could there be peace in such perfidious breast? 
Go ask the spirits that disturb his rest. 
That haunt his visions in the stilly night. 
From which he starts all shivering with affright. 
10 
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He (Iream'd a dream too horrible to tell ; 
His cloudy brow bespoke all was not well ; 
A transient smile he oft assumed in vain— 
'Twas but a flash, and all was dark again. 
Dark thoughts were brooding in his restless mind; 
To break another tow, he half designed. 
Slight was his love for his intended bride— 
But she had friends and fortune on her side. 
By which he might to lofty station climb. 
And smother in his breast the sense of crime 
That rankled there. His dream was present still. 
Like evil genius, 'boding future ill ; 
'Twas but a dream, that scarce deserved a thought, 
And yet it seem'd with fearful meaning fraught. 
Unconscious of the crowd, he oft would be 
AbsorbM in silent, gloomy reverie ; 
Though scarce observed, he suddenly would start 
From icy hand that grappled at his heart. 
Once to his bride he whisperM question strange : 
"Heard you the demon muttering revenge ?'V 
Then laughM it off, and seized the sparkling bowl. 
To quench the burnings of a tortured soul. 
\ 

V. 

The blissful hour to seal their vows had come^; 
Graceful arose the ready bride and groom : 
With reverend look the holy man of God 
In flowing robe, amid the circle stood. 
Pronounced the ritual solemnly — and slow: 
You promise thus ? A voice responded— No! 
All were amazed— 'twas neither groom nor bride ; 
A warlike Indian stood the groom beside. 
What brought him there, a fierce intruding guest ? 
A glittering knife explained his purpose best. 
That instant rose the sudden shriek of death — 
'Twas Herbert's voice — his bosom was the sheath ; 
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He reel'd and fell — while blank astonishment 
Seized every guest. Some slight assistance lent, 
But knew not what they did — 'twas all uproar — 
Some in affright were crowding to the door ; 
Some loud for arms, and some for soldiers call: 
Sad cries of women echoed through the hall. 

VI. 

The Indian sought to fly — in this he faiPd ; 
He pass'd the door — superior force prevail'd ; 
Sharp was the conflict, but he saw 'twas vain ; 
They seized, and bore him to the hall again : 
While yet they strove the knife from him to wrest, 
With frenzied laugh, he plunged it in his breast ; 
He fell among the crowd, and bleeding lay. 
His spirit struggling hard to flee away. 
He raved, and oft repeated Herbert's name — 
From quivering lips deep execrations came ; 
His features darken'd, and his words were wild ; 
Exulting in his deed, he grimly smiled, 
Pointing in triumph to the stream of gore 
That mingled with his own. — Alas ! no more 
Did Herbert feel or know. His beauteous bride 
Beheld, and fainted, when the crimson tide 
Gush'd from his bosom ; and the nuptial night 
Was one of blood, of horror and affright ; 
Mirth sicken'^d at the sight, and joy grew pale, 
Blithe music shrunk in melancholy wail. 
But lo ! the crowd behold, with wondering eyes, 
A new discov'ry — ^great was their surprise : 
A swelling bosom —now no more conceal'd — 
The paler race, the softer sex reveal'd. 
Interrogations loud from every tongue. 
And keen reproaches, o'er the dying rung ; 
But these she treated with contemptuous scorn. 
Then spoke the man of God, who strove to warn 
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The reckless fair of her impending fate. 
Stern ruin seem'd to say, Religion comes too late ; 
Her brain was crazed, her mind confused and dark, 
And yet there gleamM a momentary spark 
Of heaven-born reason's soul-directing power, 
As ebbing life drew near the mortal hour. 
'Twas but a spark, for oft her manner seem'd 
Wild and mysterious as if she dream'd. 

VII. 

Still spoke the reverend man: " Ah! wretch undone, 

Thy guilt is dreadful, and thy race is run ; 

While yet thou lingerest on the shores of time, 

Oh ! ease thy soul of this tremendous crime, 

Which else may doom thee to eternal woe. 

Plunged in the horrors of the world below." 

In language broken, she made this reply : 

"Thou call'st revenge a crime of deepest dye; 

I, reared an Indian, from a child was taught 

To call it virtue ; and I long have sought. 

O'er mountains, woods and floods, the false one who 

Did basely wrong me, and hath met his due.'' 

" Mistaken girl, thou shouldst have borne thy wrongs ; 

Vengeance, worm, to God alone belongs : 

The deepest injuries must be forgiv'n — 

Such is the price of happiness and heaven. 

Revenge, when seated in the heart, is hell." 

" 'Tis true," she said ; "I know it but too well: 

Dost thou reproach to aggravate my pain? 

Away! away! the white man's god is gain; 

His love is poison. Hark! that thrilling sound! 

The wrathful warriors cleave him to the ground : 

Behold his blood! — but oh! my foolish brain! 

It cannot be — my Herbert is not slain ! 

Yet he is gone, and left me bleeding here ; 

The pale face whisper'd falsehood in his ear." 
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VIII. 

Calm reason triumph' d, as she grew more weak; 

Far less repulsive was she heard to speak. 

When they restored some jewels she had worn, 

Which from her person had been rudely torn, 

"Let them," she said, "lie with me in the tomb: 

Oblivion shroud my being and my doom." 

**How came you by these bracelets?" one demands, 

Who seiz'd and held them in his trembling hands ; 

*^ They were my wife's — the initials of her name 

I here do recognize — the very same." 

**Nay," said the dying, in a fainter tone, 

"They were my mother's, though her name's unknown.' 

** Thy mother ? — where is she ?" — " Alas ! no more ; 

But, borne a captive from a distant shore. 

Far in the dreary wild-wood of the west 

She died, and I, an infant at the breast. 

Was by the daughter of a Choctaw chief 

Adopted, ere I knew an orphan's grief." 

"Enough! enough!" he hastily replied — 

" I heard the infant with my wife had died: 

0, heavens! my child — my long-lost daughter! No! 

A wretch — a murderer — a fiend of woe 

Hath doom'd my kinsman to an early grave." 

" He was a serpent — hate be still — I rave. 

Thou speak'st of murder — 'twas by thy command 

He broke my heart to gain another's hand. 

0! had I perish'd at my mother's breast. 

Then had my spirit gone with hers to rest. 

Far from this world where bitter sorrows grow — 

And art thou, then, my father and my foe? 

Didst thou not call me child? My sight is dim — 

I see thee not — ray brain — my senses swim. 

Strange feelings have come over me," she said — 

Then spoke no more: they look'd, and she was dead. 
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IX. 

Alas! no more the wretched man could bear; 
His cup was full: regret — remorse — despair, 
Their blasting influence in his bosom wrought ; 
His soul deep harrow'd with distracting thought. 
A burst of feeling, and a direful storm 
Of woes convulsive, shook his blighted form ; 
His peace was slain, and sorrow, like a flood, 
Swept all his hopes away in kindred blood. 
"0, world of cheating vanities, farewell! 
This fatal hour, I curse thy mocking spell : 
Speed, ruin, speed! I will not shun thee more"- 
He loud exclaim'd, and sank upon the floor: 
Thence to his home he carefully was borne : 
'Tis true he liv'd — but only liv'd to mourn. 



END OF NEOMA. 
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DEVOTION. 

Behold the sun, whose dazzling splendors shine 
To robe creation's loveliness sublime ! 
Now peerless Nature hails the generous ray, 
And swells the glories of the blushing day ! 
Illumes with radiant light the distant main, 
And sheds its bright effulgence o'er the plain. 
Gaze on the waning moon, whose beams so bright 
Burst on our view in loveliness and light! 
Onward impell'd in her eternal way, 
While half creation hails the genial sway — 
Whose beam upon the rippling stream now dances. 
And on the ocean's mirror softly gla'hces ; 
On hills and valleys, meads and lonely bower. 
On mountain cataract, and lofty tower. 
The gentle moon now sheds its borrow'd beam. 
Whose silver tints now beautify the scene. 
Gaze on the stars, whose sparkling fires unite 
To charm the soul with rapturous delight ! 
Thus nature's glories now imperious shine. 
And prove the hand that form'd them is divine ! 
Cannot those mighty wonders now aspire 
T' arouse devotion^s Heaven-inspiring fire ? 
Yes — they must wake that holy flame whose power 
Illumes existence to life's latest hour. 
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Fires in the soul, and glows in every part, 
Dispels the darkness of the human heart ; 
Fearless impelPd, it onward ploughs its way, 
And soars at length to everlasting day ! — 

Yes, man may wander 'mid the gloom of night. 
Where sorrow finds its home, and misery its might ; 
Worn down hy dark oppression's hated pow'r. 
No joy dispels the sorrows of that hour ; 
Hurled on by fate's resistless grasp, in vain 
He strives and labors still to shun the pain 
Which life's dark scene unfolds — but all is lost. 
Amid the horrid wrecks his hopes are tost! — 
Dark retrospect ! which teaches him to know 
'Tis not from vice alone all sorrows flow. 
How oft his noble soul in vain aspires 
To generous deeds, but all his fond desires 
Dashed in oblivion, sunk in mortal strife, 
' Hope fluttering flies and virtue shrieks for life I 

What's that which, 'mid such misery, now can shine. 

With bright effulgence and with power divine — 

Which, like a gentle balm, now soothes his soul, 

And stamps a burning glow throughout the whole, 

Dispels the gloom of life's mysterious way. 

To shun the base, licentious and the gay ? 

'Tis pure devotion, whose celestial charm 

That all life's woes and suffering can disarm ; 

Inspires a heavenly glow in every part. 

And reigns triumphant in the human heart! 

To God alone eternal praise be given — 

The boon of life descends alone from Heaven. 

All nature bends to His ethereal sway; 

For him the tempest calms, night turns to day; 

To him alone let pure devotion rise. 

And swell its hallowed influence to the skies. 
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THE ALPINE ROBBER AND HIS BRIDE. 

Woe- WORN and sad the Alpine robber lay, 
While the wild storm furiously howl'd afar — 

The blackened clouds shut out the star of day, 
And Nature trembled at the tempest's war. 

Hark! from yon mountain brow what piercing cry 
Bursts on the trembling breeze? a fearful yell! 

'Tis death's wild shriek! the robber's wife must die! 
And her freed spirit cries farewell! farewell! 

He saw the bumish'd steel flash on his sight; 

He saw the assassin plunge it to her breast! 
'Twas then he saw, by that bright gleam of light. 

Her spirit wing to its eternal rest. 

"Revenge! revenge!" the Alpine robber cried, 
While from his horn he blew a horrid sound : 

Furious he plunged to revenge his murdered bride. 
Grasping from the clijST the assassin at a bound. 

"Monster!" he cried, "behold thy victim there! 

Behold the darling of my youth and pride — 
Behold that bleeding bosom, once so fair: 

Curse on thy head, couldst thou not spare my bride?" 

The bloody dagger from her breast he drew. 
And swiftly hurled it to the murderer's heart! 

In vain for mercy did the recreant sue — 

Feels the death-pang, and his frail life-strings part. 

The Alpine robber stood alone on earth — 
O'er each bleak mountain cast his eagle ejre, 
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And cursed the fatal moment of his birth; 
But still he deigned to live, yet sought to die. 

What link now bound him to this mortal frame? 

His thousand warriors slaughtered on the field! 
Lost was be now to hope and glorious fame — 

He grasped no power against bis foes to wield. 

"0 cursed fate!" he cried; "but yester morn 
My arms victorious flashed on yonder plain : 

Now, weak and bleeding, here alone, forlorn, 
My Imogene is lost, my warriors slain. 

"0 Imogene! thou fount of all my joy — 
Thou source of all my happiness and love — 

Thy gentle spirit, pure, without alloy. 
Roams in its native realms of bliss above. 

"Now thou art gone, for me there is no rest; 

Thou wert, pure love, still faithful by my side." 
He plunged the same red dagger in his breast! 

And thus the robber perished with his bride. 



THE MEXICAN WAR. 

A CLOUD is on the southern sky, 
There's tempests o'er the sea. 

And Mexico is blustering high — 
But not a whit care we. 

Our guns shall roar, our steel shall gleam, 

Before the Del Norte's distant stream 
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Shall own another's sway; 

We'll take our stand. 

And draw the brand 
As in the ancient day. 

# 
They count on feuds within our land, 

They think the sword is broke : 

But our Whig and Democratic band 

Is united for the stroke. 

Then rendered one in hand and heart, 

By robber war and swindler art. 

Home griefs all cast away; 

We'll take our stand. 

And draw the brand 

As in the ancient day. 

Oh, let them look, while those in bonds 

Of despotism cry. 
Oh, let them look, ere Columbia's hands 

Wipe out that living lie. 
Beneath the flag of Liberty, 
We'll sweep the wide Atlantic sea. 

And tear their chains away ; 
Then take our stand. 
And draw the brand 

As in the ancient day. 

Wave, starry banner, wave in pride. 

The war-blast sounds afar — 
Thy bright folds gleam on freedom's side, 

And TAYLOR leads the war. 
No land is strong that is not brave ; 
Vain is it wealthy, crafty, knave ; 

Our freedom for our stay, 
We'll take our stand. 
And draw the brand. 

As in the ancient day. 
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Shout, freemen, shout, throughout the world- 
Bright Fr^dom's on the way; 

The flag of Liberty's unfurled 
And despots fear its sway. 

Th^ victor's wreath is on the brow 

Of those who fought and bled but now ; 
All hail! victorious day ! 
We've tak'n our stand, 
And drawn the brand 
As in the ancient way. 



IMMORTALITY. 

Earth! thou art rich in varied scenes, the beautiful and bright, 
Which but to view our bosoms thrill *with strange yet sweet 

delight — 
But whilst we gaze, their beauties fade, and with a sigh represt. 
Our hearts respond the sacred truth, "this earth is notour 

rest." 

Look on the rainbow's brilliant arch, spann'd o'er the vault of 

blue! 
Passing ere yet the ravish'd eye has trac'd each glowing 

hue — 
Say, does that waking bow awake no sadness in the breast ? 
So vanish earthly splendors aW— oh, ^Hhis is not our rest." 

And when the midnight sky is gemm'd with many a sparkling 

star. 
How pants the spirit to explore each shining world afar ! 
How sink we from that fancied height, dejected and opprest, 
Join'd to this changeful world once more, this transitory rest. 
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They, too, our lovely and beloved, in whom we centre all 
Our joys and hopes — for whom we bear this wearying earthly 

thrall— • 

Ah! where are they, in whose sweet smiles our hearts were 

once so blest ? 
Gone! — and in loneliness we feel, "this cannot be to rest." 

Oh! is there not a purer clime, where naught shall fade away? 
Where the freed soul shall rise and soar above each stellar 

ray? 
Where friend with friend shall meet again, in rapture unre- 

prest ? 
Then welcome earthly grief and pain — there is a brighter 

REST. 



TO AN AGED SYCAMORE. 

How long, old monarch of the western wood. 

In native grandeur, hast thou nobly stood ? 

Tell, if thou canst, how oft thy silvery arms 

Have caught the zephyr, and embraced the storms. 

Oft have the gales of autumn rudely pass'd. 

And chilly winter's desolating blast : 

Full many a golden beam the sun hath shed, 

And vernal honors crown'd thy reverend head. 

When Sol returns in his resplendent car. 

His radiant glories flaming wide and far, 

Earth feels with joy the life-restoring ray. 

Stern winter stalks reluctantly away. 

And bids adieu with sullen murmuring; 

Forth peeps the infant bud, the child of spring. 
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To nature's milder elements resigned, 
Then the green foliage dances in the wind, 
Basks in the sun, and drinks the vernal shower, 
While spreading branches form a sylvan bower ; 
The featherM warblers to their palace throng, 
Waking the wood-nymphs with melodious song. 
And when the Dog star, from the burning sky. 
Glances on earth his red malignant eye, 
The weary traveler finds a cool retreat 
Beneath thy shadow, from the scorching heat ; 
The Indian, faint and wearied in the chase. 
Here laid him down, and felt the soft embrace 
Of balmy sleep, on nature's couch of green ; 
High o'er his head, the branches form'd a screen, 
A stately canopy ; while gently swept 
Refreshing gales that fann'd him as he slept. 
Fancy, when wrapt in contemplation deep. 
Beholds at night the Indian spectfe sweep 
Sad and disconsolate, with darken'd brow, 
O'er his inheritance, where foemen now 
Profane the sepulchre, and rudely tread 
Upon the ashes of the mighty dead ; 
Here warlike sprites are wont to linger yet, 
Where sage and hero oft in council met ; 
Still fondly hovering round the hallowed sod. 
Where smoked rude altars to their unknown God. 

Ere false refinement, with its sickly train 

Of hateful form and modes and trappings vain, 

Usurped dominion o'er the yielding mind, 

On the green turf simplicity reclined ; 

The sighing swain, beneath thy ample shade, 

Breath'd vows of constancy to listening maid ; 

And hither roam'd the sprightly^ laughing throng, 

Nor feared the venom of the slanderer's tongue. 
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But hark ! the welkin rings with sounding stroke — 

The sturdy woodman cleaves the lofty oak — 

Deals devastation through the sylvan grove, 

Nor even spares the sacred tree of Jove, 

The startling crash re-echoes wildly round — 

Low lies the tree — its branches strew the ground; 

That crash is ominous — the fates proclaim 

Thy doom, proud tree, will shortly be the same ; 

Round thy old tnink the woodman long shall toil. 

And deem thee but a cumb'rer of the soil ; 

Not much he'll reck, nor will he pause to see. 

Age, beauty, grandeur, all unite in thee ; 

The wielded axe, with oft-repeated blow. 

Will cleave thee to the heart, and lay thy honors low. 



A NATIONAL ODK 

TO FREEDOM. 

Birth-DAT of freedom to Columbia's sons. 
With joy and gratitude we all unite ; 
Hail the bright dawn with rapturous lay, 
To celebrate each freeman's right. 

Immortal Washington! immortal sire! 
To thee with grateful hearts our thoughts we raise ; 
E'er shall Columbia's generous sons unite. 
And sing to endless ages all thy praise. 

Our Constitutionj ever may it prove 

Our shield and buckler 'gainst dissension's power! 

Long may the blessings it bestows on man, 

Be held through ages to life's latest hour! 

11 
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Look to ourselves, a nation proudly blest 
With all that Heaven could on man bestow ; 
No hostile footsteps on our shores dare tread, 
Nor fear we danger from the intestine foe. 

Our arms, a nation's strength, we proudly boast — 
Our embattled legions stretch along the strand — 
Our fleets triumphant plough the stormy wave, 
The pride and glory of our native land! 

Death to the traitors who would dare presume 
To plunge our country in dissension's strife! 
This be our motto : in our GOD we trust 
Our CONSTITUTION, LIBERTY, and life. 

Birth-day of freedom, thee we celebrate. 
And consecrate to-day each sacred hour ; 
May all the nations of the earth soon join. 
While trembling despots dread thy mighty potaer I 

Let female bosoms to these thoughts respond, 
And heavenly seraphs swell the soft reply ; 
Long may Ck>lumbia's sons the fair protect. 
And wipe the pearly tear from beauty^ s eye. 

Freedom, thou sacred trust bestowed to man. 
From shore to shore the heavenly theme prolong — 
Let angels join to tune the enrapturing lyre, 
While unborn millions swell the eternal song! 

Sound the loud clarion, then, from pole to pole; 
Loud may the rapturous theme through nations ring! 
From every generous heart the lay respond, 
And eYtTj freeman join its ptaise to sing ! 
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THE DEAD WARRIOR. 

The dead warrior lies low on the cold bloody earth, 

Unpitied, forgotten, neglected! 
His sinewy arm no more wields the bright blade, 
Which by his dead courser neglected is laid, 

That his brave deeds in battle reflected. 

Oft in the combat's wild strife did he fight, 

While the clarion loudly sounded ; — 
Then his bright sabre gleamed like a beam of light, 
And his brave deeds for glory astonished the sight. 
And each reckless foeman astounded! 

For his country he fought, for his country he bled. 

And he fell while the battle raged wildly ; 
Like a meteor dashed from its peerless height, 
Like a sunbeam flashing its dazzling light, 
He fell by the gleam of his deeds 'mid the fight, 
And he breathed out his brave spirit mildly. 

Stayed was each comrade's sinewy arm, 

While he gazed on the warrior dying ; 
Each envied the glory that swelled his proud breast. 
As his brave spirit fled to the realms of the blest. 
And his corpse on the cold earth was lying. 

The bosoms enkindled by the spirit that's gone. 

Like the wild torrent fearlessly dashing. 
They rush to the death combat ere it is done — 
Their country is saved, the victory is won. 
By the light of their bright arms flashing. 
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To whom's all the glory ! To whom's all the praise 

Of gaining a battle so gory? 
Shall none deck the poor dead warrior's name ? 
No. To the proud chieftain he sweeps all the fame^ 

And lives in the pride of his glory. 

The dead warrior sleeps in his humble grave, 

The cold earth's his lowly pillow ; 
His brave spirit sought his country to save, 
And he fought with the foe and he died with the brave, 

From, his home far away o'er the billow. 



TO A YOUNG LADY. 

Who can behold thy gentle smile, 

And feel not love's enkindling charm? 

That charm which all life's toils beguile. 
And all life's miseries can disarm ? 

Who can behold thy tender eyes, 

So softly melting and serene. 
And not be charmed with sweet surprise. 

And hail thee Beauty's fairest queen? 

Ah ! 'tis not beauty's charm alone 
That thou canst boast ; a loftier power 

Makes thee an idol ; all must own 
Its genial influence in each hour. 

A heart so chaste, so true, so kind, 

Which friendship's heavenly glow inspires, 
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A sweet and intellectual mind, 
£ach thought exalts, each bosom fires. 

The rose thy mirror, and thy seat * 

A bank of violets must be ; 
A tender lover at thy feet 

To cull life's rarest sweets for thee — 

To guard thee still fipom foes or dread, 

To fill with joy thy tender heart. 
His breast a pillow for thy head, 

Till life's frail strings asunder part. * 

Were I , but no — it cannot be — 

Such bliss for me is not designed — 
That lover at thy feet, for thee 

All earthly hopes would be resigned. 

I'd hie with thee to Hymen's bower, 

Where lovers their fond vigils keep, 
Enshrine myself in beauty^s flower, 

And on thy tender bosom sleep. 

No more from shore to shore I'd fly. 

And thus life's tiring scenes beguile, 
But sip the dew-drops from thine eye. 

And drink the raptures of thy smile. 



11* 
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TO OCEOLA. 

Hero of a mighty race, 

Though not slain in battle gory — 
Shade, accept a foeman's praise, 

Who delights to read thy story. 

Now no more the wielded brand, 

Bath'd in blood from white man streaming, 
Flashes fatal in thy hand ; 

Nor is havoc round thee screaming. 

War hath hushM his stormy breath ; 

Truth and justice claim their station : 
While thou sleepest calm in death, 

We look back with admiration. 

Brutus won the world's applause 
When his arm bade Caesar perish : 

Why not thou, whose people's cause. 
Rights and freedom, thou didst cherish ? 

Brave as he who Europe sway'd — 
Conquering with an arm of thunder — 

Had science lent thy genius aid. 
Thou hadst been an equal wonder. 

Said we not, thou sleep'st in death? 

Restless spirit, thou hast risen — 
Broke the Stygian bars beneath, 

Burst thy adamantine prison. 

Yes, thou roamest fierce abroad, 
O'er the far wild Southern region. 
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Ripe to spill thy conqueror's blood, 
Mustering thy scattered legion. 

Vain attempt! No foreign band, 

Worse than savage, lends assistance; 
Soon shall dark Oblivion's hand 
• Blot thy people from existence. 

Naught avails the battle yell : 

False, divided, spirit broken, 
Hope hath sigh'd her last farewell ; 

Mightier worms their doom have spoken. 

Spirit, seek thy rest again, 

Back through yonder gloomy portals : 
Indian right, on earth, is vain — 

Power is justice — we are mortals. 



ON CONTENTMENT. 

Who can repine at what the fates decree, 
While in his breast reign peace and harmony ? 
Who can repine at what's his frugal store ? 
Who seeks for pleasure seeks for pain the more ; 
Who seeks to quench in sensual desire 
The genial rays of virtue's heavenly fire. 
Or, not content with this, will dare repine 
At Him whose goodness is to man divine— 
The fool, unconscious of his little mind, 
Will dare assert that Heaven itself is blind ! 
Will dare assert that God who gave him life, 
Doth now forsake him in this mortal strife- 
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Will dare assert that toils and cares but tend 
To lengthen misery in the general end ! 
Poor wretch ! thy woes, by fancied ills made great, 
Prove the false reasoning of thy empty pate. 

Heaven has ordained all nature shall combine 
To form one link of harmony divine ; 
Heaven has ordained that none shall toil in vain, 
But those who toil for pleasure to shun paia; 
Heaven has ordained that man's perfection aims 
To strengthen virtue, not enlarge his claims ; 
Then, while by adamantine bands thus pent. 
Whatever thy station — learn to be content. 



ON THE DEATH OF NAPOLEON BONAPARTE. 

Hark ! from yon Isle in the midst of the billow ! 
Dost hear that loud peal? 'Tis the funeral knell — 
Napoleon lies low on a cold icy pillow. 
And bids this vain world a long, last farewell! — 

Serenely the warrior breathed his last breath, 

While with seraphs his bright spirit mounted on high! 

As in war, so he gallantly triumphed o'er death, 

And thought of poor France as he heaved his last sigh ! 

Once, triumphant, bright legions 'neath his banner marched 

proudly; 
While his flag, then unfurled, gayly danced on the wave! 
And foes well remember when his cannons roar'd loudly. 
While Britain herself sheds a tear o'er his grave! 
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Rest! chieflainj rest! enshrined in thy glory! 

Thy fame's gilded triftnpet swells loud through the spheres! 

Oft has thy war-steed, in battles so gory, 

Neigh'd proudly his rage to the foemen's dread fears ! 



TO THE FRIGATE CONSTITUTION. 

In the days of our youth, what a lofty emotion. 
How proud did we feel of the land of our home, 

When we saw thy white wings, like a bird of the ocean, 
So nobly sweep o'er the billowy foam. 

How swift the bold prow dash'd the light wave asunder. 
Or buoyant and high on the mountains arose — 

How awful the ports, where the dark sleeping thunder 
Was waiting to burst on Columbia's foes. 

The star-spangled banner, delightfully streaming. 

Fired the hearts of the brave as it flash'd on their view ; 

'Twas the bright constellation of liberty, beaming 
Aloft in its own native heaven of blue. 

We heard of the battles our great-hearted seamen. 
Who peopled thy deck, had achieved on the main — 

How they fought and sustained the true honor of freemen, 
Came home in proud triumph, or fell with the slain. 

Our navy was young in the annals of glory. 
Yet oft as we saw thee return from the wars, 

What millions rejoiced as they echoed the story — 
What plaudits, what honors awaited our tars. 
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But now thou art oldi shall ingratitiftie «ever 

Thy well deserved honors, and leave Ihee a wreck ? 

Dismantle thy form of its beauty — O never ! — 
Where mortals no longer may people thy deck ? 

Then go, gallant ship ; on the deep waters ride thee ; 

Thy guns shall be manned by the great god of war ; 
O'er the rocks and the shoals hoary Neptune shall guide thee, 

And call thee forever his favorite car. 

When the tempest shall howl through thy wide-spreading 
pinions, 

As lightning along the white foam thou shalt flee — 
Sweep ocean's expanse to remotest dominions. 

And the gods will be proud of a ^sea-boat like thee. .^ -^ 



NIAGARA ^ALLS. 

Hail, mighty Niagara ! how great is thy fall! 
Thou dost beat the wide worlcj^ujlhy cataract wall ; 
In thy glory and grandeur tho^roUest along — 
In thy roar thou dost rival the oc9«&'s wild song. 

As the eagle high wings o'er the nlfsts whieh thy deep 
Creates, as it wildly and madly doth leap. 
He turns his bright eye, though bef9re undismayed. 
And shrieks as he soars to the depth's of the glade. 

And the stranger who first on thy grandeur doth gaze. 
While his bosom is fill'd both with awe and amaze. 
He views with delight thy bright rainbow so clear, 
As it spans thy blue waters eternally there. 
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The poet who worships at thy glorious shrine, 
Enraptured, he drinks inspiration divine, 
And asks, as he renders mute praise in that hour. 
What is man in the midst of his pride and his pow'r ? 

Rocks, mountains and islahds unite to dh^twine. 
And circle thee round with a romance divine ; 
And the soul that can't feel all thy grandeur and glory. 
Can never be known on the bright page of story. 

Like our banner, which now through the nations unfurl'd. 
An emblem of all that is great in the world. 
So thou in the white and blue stripes of thy fall, 
Art a type of our flag from our own outward wall. 

^Not is this the sole beauty and image so dear 

Of that flag which brave freemen so proudly revere ; 

The rainbow that arches thy waters so blue. 

Is like the bright stars on our banner so true. 

Fatewell, famed Niagara — forever thou'lt roll. 
Till thy waters dry up at creation's dread goal ; 
And thy proud rushing cataract a true type shall be 
Of the grandeur and strength of the land of the free. 



THE END. 
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